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PREFACE AND DEDICATION 
TO THE NEW EDITION, 



To Arthur JBurdette Frost : 

Mt dbab Fbost : I am expected to supply a preface 
for this new edition of my first book — ^to advance from 
behind the cnrtain, as it were, and make a fresh bow to 
the public that has dealt with Uncle Eemns in so 
gentle and generous a fashion. For this eyent the 
lights are to be rekindled, and I am expected to 
respond in some formal way to an encore that marks 
&e fifteenth anniyersary of the book. There haye 
been other editions — ^how many I do not remember-^ 
but this is to be an entirely new one, except as to &e 
matter : new type, new pictures, and new binding. 

But, as frequently happens on such occasions, I 
am at a loss for a word. I seem to see before me the 
smiling faces of thousands of children — some young^ 
and fresh, and some wearing the friendly marks of age, 
but all children at heart — and not an unfriendly face 
adong them. And out of the confusion, and while I 
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iT PSBFACB AND DEDIOATION. 

am trying hard to speak the right word, I seem to hear 
a Toice lifted above the rest, saying : ^^ You hare made 
some of ns happy." And so I feel my heart flattering 
and my lips trembling, and I have to bow silently and 
turn away, and hurry back into the obscurity that fits 
me best 

Phantoms I Ohildren of dreams ! True, my dear 
Frost; but if you could see the thousands of letters 
that have come to me from far and near, and all fresh 
from the hearts and hands of children, and from men 
and women who have not forgotten how to be chil- 
dren, you would not wonder at the dream. And such 
a dream can do no harm. Insubstantial though it may 
be, I would not at this hour exchange it for all the 
fame won by my mightier brethren of the pen — whom 
I most humbly salute. 

Measured by the material developments that have 
compressed years of experience into the space of a day, 
thus increasing the possibilities of life, if not its beauty, 
fifteen years constitute the old age of a book. Such a 
survival might almost be said to be due to a tiny sluice 
of green sap under the gray bark. Where it lies in the 
matter of this book, or what its source — if, indeed, it 
be really there — is more of a mystery to my middle age 
than it was to my prime. 

But it would be no mystery at all if this new 
edition were to be more popular than the old one. Do 
you know why? Because you have taken it under 
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jonr hand and made it yours. Becanse yon hare 
breathed the breath of life into these amiable brethren 
of wood and field. Because, by a stroke here and a 
touch there, you haye conveyed into their quaint antics 
the illumination of your own inimitable humor, which 
is as true to our sun and soil as it is to the spirit and 
OBsence of the matter set forth. 

The book was mine, but now you have made it 
yours, both sap and pith. Take it, theref<A«, my dear 
Frost, and believe me, faithfully yours, 

Joel Chandler Eabris. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



I AM advifled by m j pnbliahers that this book is to 
be indaded in their oatalogae of hnmorous publicatioii8y 
and this friendly warning gives me an opportunity to 
say that however humorous it may be in e&et^ its in- 
tention is p^ectly serious ; and, even if it were othi^- 
wise, it seems to me that a volume written wholly in 
dialect must have its solemn, not to say melancholy, 
features. With respect to the Folk-Lore series, my 
purpose has been to preserve the legends themselves in 
their original simplicity, and to wed them permanently 
to the quaint dialect — ^if, indeed, it can be called a 
dialect — ^through the medium of which they have be- 
come a part of the domestic history of every Southern 
family ; and I have endeavored to give to the whole a 
genuine flavor of the old plantation. 

Each legend has its variants, but in every instanee I 
have retained that particular version which seemed to 
me to be the most characteristic, and have given it 
without embellishment and without exaggeration. The 
dialect, it will be observed, is wholly different from that 
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of the Hon. Pompej Smash and his literary descend- 
ants, and different also from the intolerable misrepre- 
sentations of the minstrel stage, bnt it is at least pho- 
netically genoine. Nevertheless, if the language of 
Uncle Semos fails to give vivid hints of the really 
poetic imagination of the negro ; if it fails to embody 
the qnaint and homely humor which was his most 
prominent characteristic ; if it does not suggest a cer- 
tain picturesque sensitiveness — a curious exaltation of 
mind and temperament not to be defined by words — 
then I have reproduced the form of the dialect merely, 
and not the essence, and my attempt may be accounted 
a failure. At any rate, I trust I have been successful 
in presenting what must be, at least to a large portion 
of American readers, a new and by no means unattract- 
ive phase of negro character — a phase which may be 
considered a curiously sympathetic supplement to Mrs. 
Stowe's wonderful defense of slavery as it existed in 
the South. Mrs. Stowe, let me hasten to say, attacked 
the possibilities of slavery with all the eloquence of 
genius ; but the same genius painted the portrait of the 
Southern slave-owner, and defended him. 

A number of the plantation legends originally ap- 
peared in the columns of a daily newspaper — The At- 
lanta Constitution — and in that shape they attracted the 
attention of various gentlemen who were kind enough 
to suggest that they would prove to be valuable contribu- 
tions to myth-literature. It is but fair to say that 
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INTRODUCTION. ix 

ethsological considerations formed no part of the un- 
dertaking which has resulted in the publication of this 
volume. Professor J. W. Powell, of the Smithsonian 
Institution, who is engaged in an investigation of the 
mythology of the North American Indians, informs me 
that some of Uncle Eemus's stories appear in a number 
of different languages, and in various modified forms, 
among the Indians ; and he is of the opinion that they 
are borrowed by the negroes from the red-men. But 
this, to say the least, is extremely doubtful, since an- 
other investigator (Mr. Herbert H. Smith, author of 
Brazil and the Amazons) has met with some of these 
stories among tribes of South American Indians, and 
one in particular he has traced to India, and as far east 
as Siam. Mr. Smith has been kind enough to send me 
the proof-sheets of his chapter on The Myths and 
Folk-Lore of the Amazonian Indians, in which he re- 
produces some of the stories which he gathered while 
exploring the Amazons. 

In the first of his series, a tortoise falls from a tree 
upon the head of a jaguar and kills him; in one of 
Uncle Bemus*s stories, the terrapin falls from a shelf in 
Miss Meadows's house and stuns the fox, so that the 
latter fails to catch the rabbit. In the next, a jaguar 
catches a tortoise by the hind-leg as he is disappearing 
in his hole ; but the tortoise convinces him he is hold- 
ing a root, and so escapes ; Uncle Bemus tells how the 
fox endeavored to drown the terrapin, but turned him 
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loose because the terrapin declared his tail to be onlj a 
stump-root Mr. Smith also gives the story of how the 
tortoise outran the deer, which is identical as to incident 
with Uncle Bemos's storj of how Brer Tarrjpin outran 
Brer Babbit Then there is the storj of how the tortoise 
pretended that he was stronger than the tapir. He tells 
the latter he can drag him into the sea, but the tapir 
retorts that he will pull the tortoise into the forest and 
kill him besides. The tortoise thereupon gets a Tine- 
stem, ties one end around the body of the tapir, and 
goes to the sea, where he ties the other end to the tail 
of a whale. He then goes into the wood, midway be- 
tween them both, and gives the vine a shake as a signal 
for the pulling to begin. The struggle between the 
whale and tapir goes on until each thinks the tortoise 
is the strongest of animals. Compare this with the 
story of the terrapin's contest with the bear, in which 
Miss Meadows's bed-cord is used instead of a vine-stem. 
One of the most characteristic of Uncle Bemus's stories 
is that in which the rabbit proves to Miss Meadows and 
the girls that the fox is his riding-horse. This is almost 
identical with a story quoted by Mr. Smith, where the 
jaguar is about to marry the deer's daughter. The 
eotia — a species of rodent — is also in love with her, and 
he tells the deer that he can make a riding-horse of the 
jaguar. " Well," says the deer, " if you can make the 
jaguar carry you, you shall have my daughter." There- 
upon the story proceeds pretty much as Uncle Bemus 
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tells it of the fox and rabbit The cotia finaRj jumps 
from the jaguar and takes refuge in a hole, where an 
owl is set to watch him, but he flings sand in the owPs 
eyes and escapes. In another story given by Mr. 
Smith, the coda ib very thirsty, and, seeing a man com* 
ing with a jar on his head, lies down in the road 
in front of him, and repeats this until the man puts 
down his jar to go back after all the dead cotias he has 
seen. This is almost identical with Uncle Bemus's 
story of how the rabbit robbed the fox of his game. 
In a story from Upper Egypt, a fox lies down in the 
road in front of a man who is carrying fowls to 
market, and finally succeeds in securing them. 

This similarity extends to almost every story quoted 
by Mr. Smith, and some are so nearly identical as to 
point unmistakably to a common origin ; but when and 
where ! When did the negro or the North American 
Indian ever come in contact with the tribes of South 
America t Upon this point the author of Brazil and 
the Amasons, who is engaged in making a critical and 
comparative study of these myth-stories, writes : 

'^ I am not prepared to form a theory about these stories. 
There can be no doubt that some of them, found amcmg the 
n^;roes and the Indians, had a common origin. The most 
natural solution would be to suppose that they originated in 
Africa, and were carried to South America by the negro 
leaves. They are certainly found among the Bed Negroes ; 
hxAi mifcnrtunately for the African theory, it is equally oer- 
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tain that they are told by savage Indians of the Amazons 
Valley, away up on the Tapajos, Bed Negro, and Tapiir4. 
These Indians hardly ever see a negro, and their languages 
are very distinct from the broken Portuguese spoken by the 
slaves. The form of the stories, as reooimted in the Tupi 
and Mundurucu languages, seems to show that they were 
originally formed in those languages or have long been 
adopted in them. 

'' It is interesting to find a story from Upper Egypt (that 
of the fox who pretended to be dead) identical with an 
Amazonian story, and strongly resembling one foimd by 
you among the negroes. Vamhagen, the Brazilian historian 
(now Viaconde de Bio Branco), tried to prove a relationship 
between the ancient E^^ptians, or other Turanian stock, and 
the Tupi Indians. His theory rested on rather a slender 
basis, yet it must be confessed that he had one or two strong 
points. Do the resemblances between Old and New World 
stories point to a similar conclusion ? It would be hard to 
say with the material that we now have. 

**One thing is certain. The animal stories told by the 
negroes in our Southern States and in Brazil were brought 
by them from Africa. Whether they originated there, or 
with the Arabs, or Egyptians, or with yet more ancient 
nations, must still be an open question. Whether the In- 
dians got them from the negroes or from some earlier source 
is equally uncertain. We have seen enough to know that a 
very interesting line of investigation has been opened." 

Professor Hartt, in his Amazonian Tortoise Myths, 
quotes a story from the Riverside Magazine of Novem- 
ber, 1868, which will be recognized as a variant of one 
given by Uncle Remus. I venture to append it here, 
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with some necessary yerbal and phonetic alterations, in 
order to give the reader an idea of the ^fference be- 
tween the dialect of the cotton plantations, as nsed by 
Uncle Bemos, and the lingo in vogue on the rice 
plantations and Sea Islands of the South Atlantic 
States: 

"One time B'er Deer an' B'er Oooter (Terrapin) was 
eourtin\ and de lady did bin lub B*er Deer mo^ so dan B'er 
Cooler. She did bin lub B'er Cooler, but she lub B'er Deer 
de morest So de noung lady say to B'er Deer and B^er 
Cooler bof e dat dey mus' hab a ten-mile race, an* de one dat 
beats, she will go marry him. 

"So B'er Cooler say lo B'er Deer: 'Tou has got mo' 
longer legs dan I has, but I will run yoiL Tou run ten mile 
on land, and I will run ten mile on de water ! ' 

" So B'er Cooler went an' git nine er his fam'ly, an' put 
one at ebery mile-pos\ and he hisse'f , what was to run wid 
B'er Deer, he was right in front of de yoimg lady's do', in 
de broom-grass. 

" Dat momin' at nine o'clock, B'er Deer he did met B'er 
Cooler at de fus mile-poe', wey dey was to start f um. So he 
call : * Well, B'er Cooler, is you ready ? Go long! ' As he 
git on to de nex' mile-pos', he say: *B'er Cooler!' B'er 
Cooler say: *Hullol' B'er Deer say: *You dere?' B'er 
Cooler say : * Yes, B'er Deer, I dere loo.' 

"Nex' mile-pos' he jimip, B'er Deer say: * Hullo, B'er 
Cooler!' B'er Cooler say: *Hullo, B'er Deer! you dere 
too ? ' B'er Deer say : * Ki ! it look like you gwine fer tie 
me ; it look like we gwine fer de gal tie ! ' 

" Wen he git to de nine-mile pos' he tough! he git dere 
fus, 'cause he mek two jump; so he holler: *B'er Cooler!* 
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B'et Cooter answer: 'Toa dere too?* BW Deer say: '14 
look like you gwine tie ma' B'er Cooter say: *Gk) lon^, 
B'er Deer. I git dere in due seanon time,' which he does, 
mod wins de race." 

The Btory of the Babbit and the Fox, as told by the 
Southern negroes, is artistically dramatic in this: it 
progresses in an orderly way from a beginning to a 
well-defined conclusion, and is full of striking episodes 
that suggest the culmination. It seems to me to be to 
a certain extent allegorical, albeit such an interpretation 
may be unreasonable. At least it is a fable thoroughly 
characteristic of the negro ; and it needs no scientific 
investigation to show why he selects as his hero the 
weakest and most harmless of all animals, and brings him 
out yictorious in contests with the bear, the wolf, and 
the fox. It is not virtue that triumphs, but helplessness ; 
it is not malice, but mischievousness. It would be pre- 
sumptuous in me to offer an opinion as to the origin of 
these curious myth-stories ; but, if ethnologists should 
discover that they did not originate with the African, 
the proof to that effect should be accompanied with a 
good deal of persuasive eloquence. 

Curiously enough, I have found few negroes who 
will acknowledge to a stranger that they know anything 
of these legends ; and yet to relate one of the stories 
is the surest road to their confidence and esteem. In 
this way, and in this way only, I have been enabled to 
eoUeot and verify the folk-lore included in this volnmsu 
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XV 



There is an anecdote about the Irishman and the rabbit 
which a nnmber of negroes have told to me with great 
nnction, and which is both funny and characteristic^ 
though I will not undertake to say that it has its origin 
with the blacks. One day an Irishman who had heard 
people talking about "mares' nests" was going along 
the big road — it is always the big road in contradistinc- 
tion to neighborhood paths and by-paths, called in the 
vernacular " nigh-cuts " — when he came to a pumpkin- 
patch. The Irishman had never seen any of this fruit 
before, and he at once concluded that he had discovered 
a veritable mare's nest. Making the most of his oppor- 
tunity, he gathered one of the pumpkins in his arms 
and went on his way. A pampkin is an exceedingly 
awkward thing to carry, and the Irishman had not 
gone far before he made a misstep, and stumbled. The 
pumpkin fell to the ground, rolled down the hill into a 
" brush-heap," and, striking against a stump, was broken. 
The story continues in the dialect : " Wen de punkin 
roll in de bresh-heap^ out jump a rabbit ; en soon's de 
Fshmuns see dat, he take atter de rabbit en holler: 
* Kworp, colty I kworp, colty I ' but de rabbit, he des 
flew." The point of this is obvious. 

As to the songs, the reader is warned that it will be 
found difficult to make them conform to the ordinary 
rules of versification, nor is it intended that they should 
60 conform. They are written, and are intended to be 
read, solely with reference to the regular and invariable 
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recurrence of the cflBsnra, as, for instance, the first stanxa 
of the Revival Hymn : 

"Oh, whar | shill we go | w'en de great | day oomes | 
Wid de blow | in* er de trumpits | en de bang | in* er de 

drums | 
How man | 7 po' sin | ners'll be kotch'd | out late 
En fine | no latch | ter de gold | en gate | " 

In other words, the songs depend for their melody 
and rhythm upon the musical quality of iimej and not 
upon long or short, accented or unaccented syllables. 
I am persuaded that this fact led Mr. Sidney Lanier, 
who is thoroughly familiar with the metrical peculiari- 
ties of negro songs, into the exhaustive investigation 
which has resulted in the publication of his scholarly 
treatise on The Science of English Verse. 

The difference between the dialect of the legends 
and that of the character-sketches, slight as it is, marks 
the modifications which the speech of the negro has 
undergone even where education has played no part in 
reforming it. Indeed, save in the remote country dis- 
tricts, the dialect of the legends has nearly disappeared. 
I am perfectly well aware that the character-sketches are 
without permanent interest, but they are embodied here 
for the purpose of presenting a phase of negro char- 
acter wholly distinct from that which I have endeav- 
ored to preserve in the legends. Only in this shape, 
and with all the local allusions, would it be possible to 
adequately represent the shrewd observations, the curi- 
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0118 retorti, the homely thrusts, the quaint comments, 
and the hunorous philosophy of the race of which 
Uncle Bemos is the type. 

If the reader not familiar with plantation life will 
imagine that the myth-stories of Uncle Bemns are told 
night after night to a little boy by an old negro who 
appears to be venerable enough to have lived during 
the period which he describes — ^who has nothing but 
pleasant memories of the discipline of slavery — and 
who has all the prejudices of caste and pride of family 
that were the natural results of the system; if the 
reader can imagine all this, he will find little difficulty 
in appreciating and sympathizing with the air of affec- 
tionate superiority which Uncle Bemus assumes as he 
proceeds to unfold the mysteries of plantation lore to a 
little child who is the product of that practical recon- 
struction which has been going on to some extent since 
the war in spite of the politicians. Uncle Bemus de- 
scribes that reconstruction in his Story of the War, and 
I may as well add here for the benefit of the curious 
that that story is almost literally true. 

J. C. H. 
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UNCLE REMUS INITIATES THE LITTLE BOY. 



One even- 
ing recently, 
the lady whom 
Uncle Bemos 
calls ^^ Miss 
Sally" missed 
her little sev- 
en - year - old 
boy. Making 
search for 

him through the house and 
through the yard, she heard 
the sound of voices in the 
old man's cabin^ and, look- 
ing through the windowj 
•aw the child sitting by 
Uncle Bemus. His head 
rested against the old man's '*' 

arm, and he was gazing with an expression of the 

most intense interest into the rough, weatiier-beatea 

a 
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4 LSGEND8 OF THE OLD PLANTATION. 

face, that beamed so kindlj upon him. This is what 
"^MiBsSaUy" heard: 

" Bimeby, one day, arter Brer Fox bin doin' all dat 
he could fer ter ketch Brer Babbit, en Brer Rabbit bin 
doin' all he could fer to keep 'im fum it, Brer Fox say 
to hiBse'f dat he'd put up a game on Brer Babbit, en 
he ain't mo'n got de wudfl out'n his mouf twel Brer 
Babbit come a lopin' up de big road, lookin' des ez 
plump, en ez fat, en ez sassy ez a Moggin boss in a 
barley-patch. 

"*Hor on dar, Brer Babbit,' sez Brer Fox, 
sezee. 

"*I ain't got time. Brer Fox,' sez Brer Babbit, 
eezee, sorter mendin' his licks. 

" * I wanter have some confab wid you. Brer Bab* 
bit,' sez Brer Foz, sezee. 

" ' All right, Brer Fox, but you better holler fum 
whar you stan'. I'm monstus full er fleas dis mawnin',' 
eez Brer Babbit, sezee. 

" ' I seed Brer B'ar yistiddy,' sez Brer Fox, sezee, 
^ en he sorter rake me oyer de coals kaze you en me 
ain't make frens en live naberly, en I told 'im dat I'd 
see you.' 

" Den Brer Babbit scratch one year wid his oflE 
hinefoot sorter jub'usly, en den he ups en sez, sezee : 

" * All a settin'. Brer Fox. Spose'n you drap roun' 
ter-morrer en take dinner wid me. We ain't got no 
great doin's at our house, but I speck de old 'oman en 
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UNCLE REMUS INITIATES THE LITTLE BOY. 5 

de Chilians kin sorter scramble ronn' en git np snmp'n 
fer ter stay yo' stummuck.' 

" * I'm 'gree'ble, Brer Rabbit,' sez Brer Fox, sesee. 

" * Den I'll 'pen' on you,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"Nex' day, Mr. Rabbit an' Miss Rabbit got np 
floon, 'fo' day, en raided on a gyarden like Miss Sally's 
ont dar, en got some cabbiges, en some roas'n years, en 
some sparrer-grass, en dey fix np a smashin' dinner. 
Bimeby one er de little Rabbits, playin' out in de back- 
yard, come runuin' in hoUerin', ^ Oh, ma I oh, ma ! I 
seed Mr. Fox a comin'I' En den Brer Rabbit he 
tuck de chillnns by der years en make um set down, en 
den him and Miss Rabbit sorter dally roun' waitin' for 
Brer Fox. En dey keep on waitin', but no Brer Fox 
ain't come. Atter 'while Brer Rabbit goes to de do', 
easy like, en peep out, en dar, stickin' fam behime 
de comder, wuz de tip-een' er Brer Fox tail. Den Brer 
Rabbit shot de do' en sot down, en put his paws behime 
his years en begin fer ter sing : 

•* * De place wharbouta you spill de grease. 
Right dar youer boun' ter slide, 
An* whar you fine a bnneh er ha'r» 
You'll sholy fine de hide.' 

** Nex' day, Brer Fox sont word by Mr. Mink, eo 
akuze hisse'f kaze he wuz too sick fer ter come, en he 
ax Brer Rabbit fer to come en take dinner wid him, en 
Brer Rabbit say he wuz 'gree'ble. 
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6 LEGENDS OP THE OLD PLANTATION. 

^Bimeby, Ven de ebadders wnz at der shortest 
Brer Babbit he sorter brash up en santer down ter Brer 
Fox's house, en Ven he got dar, he hear somebody 
groanin', en he look in de do' en dar he see Brer Fox 
settin' np in a rockin' cheer all wrop np wid flannil, en 
he look mighty weak. Brer Babbit look all 'ronn*, he 
did, bnt he ain't see no dinner. De dish-pan woi aet* 
tin' on de table, en close by woz a kyarvin' knife. 




" * Look like you gwineter have chicken fer dinneri 
Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

" Yes, Brer Rabbit, deyer nice, en fresh, en tender,' 
sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

" Den Brer Rabbit sorter pnll his mnstarsh, en say : 
* Yon ain't got no calamus root, is yon, Brer Fox f I 
done got so now dat I can't eat no chicken 'ceppin she's 
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saMoned up wid ealamna root' En wid dat Brer Bab- 
bit lipt ont er de do' and dodge 'mong de bnehefl^ en 
BOt dar watchin' fer Brer Foz ; en he ain't watcb long^ 
nndder, kaze Brer Fox flung off de flannil en crope ont 
er de honse en got wbar he could cloze in on Brer 
Babbit, en bimebj Brer Babbit holler out : ^ Oh, Brer 
Fox I I'll des put 70' calamus root out jer on dish jer 
•tump. Better come git it while hit's fresh,' and wid 
dat Brer Babbit gallop off home. En Brer Fox ain't 
never kotch 'im yit, en w'at's mo', honej, he ain't 
gwineter." 

n. 
THE WONDERFUL TAR-BABT STORY, 

"Didn't the fox never catch the rabbit, Tlncle 
Bemusf " asked the little boj the next evening. 

" He come mighty nigh it, honey, sho's yon bom — 
Brer Fox did. One day atter Brer Babbit fool 'im wid 
dat calamus root, Brer Fox went ter wuk en got 'im 
some tar, en mix it wid some turkentime, en fix up a 
eontrapshnn wat he call a Tar-Baby, en he tuck dish 
yer Tar-Baby en he sot 'er in de big road, en den he lay 
off in de bushes fer to see wat de news wuz gwineter 
be. En he didn't hatter wait long, nudder, kaze bimeby 
here come Brer Babbit pacin' down de road — ^lippity- 
dippity, dippity-lippity — dez ez sassy ez a jay-bird. 
Brer Fox, he lay low. Brer Babbit come prandn' 'loi^ 
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twel he 8p7 de Tar-Babj, en den he fotch up on his be- 
hune legs like he vmz 'stonished. De Tar-Baby, she 
sot dar, she did, en Brer Fox, he lay low. 




" * Mawnin' I ' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee— ' nice wedder 
dis mawnin',' sezee. 

" Tar-Baby ain't sayin' nothin', en Brer Fox, he lay 
low. 

" * How duz yo' sym'tums seem ter segashuate ? ' sez 
Brer Babbit, sezee. 

" Brer Fox, he wink his eye slow, en lay low, en de 
Tar-Baby, she ain't sayin' nothin'. 

" * How you come on, den f Is you deaf ? ' sez Brer 
Babbit, sezee. ^ Eaze if you is, I kin holler louder,' 
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" Tar-Baby stay still, en Brer Fox, he lay low. 
"* Toner stnck np, dat's Vat yon is,' says Brer 
Babbit, sezee, ^ en 
Tm gwineter 
kyore yon, dat's 
w'at I'm a gwine- 
ter do,' sezee. 

" Brer Fox, he 
sorter chnckle in 
his stnmmnck, he 
did, bnt Tar-Baby 
ain't sayin' noth- 
in'. 

"*I'm gwine- 
ter lam you how- 
ter talk ter 'spect- 
tnbble fokes ef hif s de las' ack/ sez Brer Babbit, 
sezee. ^£f yon don't take off dat hat en tell me 
howdy, I'm gwineter bns' yon wide open,' sezee. 
" Tar-Baby stay still, en Brer Fox, he lay low. 
" Brer Babbit keep on axin' 'im, en de Tar-Baby, 
she keep on sayin' nothin', twel present'y Brer Babbit 
draw back wid his fis', he did, en blip he tuck 'er side 
er de head. Bight dar's whar he broke his merlasses 
jng. His fis' stuck, en he can't pull loose. De tar hilt 
'im. But Tar-Baby, she stay still, en Brer Fox, he lay 
low. 

^ ^ Ef yon don't lemme loose^ I'll knock yon agin,' 
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•ei Brer Babbit, sezee, en wid dat he f otch 'er a wipe 
wid de udder ban', en dat stock. Tar-Baby, she ain't 
nyin' nothin', en Brer Fox, he lay low. 

^^ ' Tn'n me loose, f o' I kick de natal stoffin' onten 
yon,' sez Brer Babbit, sezee, but de Tar-Baby, she ain't 
aayin' nothin'. She dee hilt on, en den Brer Babbit 
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loee de nse er his feet in de same way. Brer Fox, ha 
ky low. Den Brer Babbit sqnall out dat ef de Tar- 
Baby don't tu'n 'im loose he butt 'er cranksided. En 
den he butted, en his head got stuck. Den Brer Fox, 
he sa'ntered fort', lookin' des ez innercent ez one er 
70' mammy's mockin'-birds. 

•* * Howdy, Brer Babbit,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. * You 
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WHY MR. POSSUM LOVES PEACE. IX 

look sorter stock up dis mawnin'/ seae^ en den h% 
rolled on de groan', en laughed en laughed twel he 
couldn't laugh no mo'. ^I speck you'll ti^e dinner 
wid me dia time. Brer Babbit. I done laid in some 
calamus root, en I ain't gwineter take no skuse/ sea 
Brer Fox, sezee." 

Here Uncle Bemus paused, and drew a two-pound 
yam out of the aahea. 

''Did the fox eat the rabbit?" asked the little boy 
to whom the story had been told. 

<< Dat's all de fur de tale goes," replied the old man. 
^ He mout, en den agin he moutent. Some say Jedge 
B'ar come 'long en loosed 'im — some say he didn't I 
hear Miss Sally callin'. You better run 'long." 



WHY MR. POSSUM LOVES PEACE. 

" One night," said Uncle Remus — taking Miss Sal- 
ly's little boy on his knee, and stroking the child's hair 
thoughtfully and caressingly — " one night Brer Possum 
call by fer Brer Coon, 'cordin' ter greement, en atter 
gobblin' up a dish er fried greens en smokin' a seegyar, 
dey rambled fort' fer ter see how de ballance er de set- 
tlement WU2 gittin' 'long. Brer Coon, he wuz one er 
dead yer natchul pacers, en he racked long same es 
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13 LEGENDS OF THE OLD PLANTATION. 

Ifftn John's bay pony, en Brer Poflsnm he went in a 
han'-gallnp; en dej got over heap er gronn', mon« 
3rer Pofisnm, he got his belly full er 'simmonSy en Brer 
Coon, he scoop np a 'bonnnnce er frogs en tadpoles. 
Dej amble 'long, dej did, des ec sociable ez a basket er 
kittens, twel bimeby dey hear Mr. Dog talkin' ter hisse'f 
way off in de woods. 

** * Spozen he runs np on us, Brer Possum, w'at you 
gwineter do?' sez Brer Coon, sezee. Brer Possum 
sorter laugh 'round de comders un his mouf. 

^^ ' Oh, ef he come, Brer Coon, I'm gwineter stan' 
by you,' sez Brer Possum. * Wat you gwineter do ? ' 
sezee. 

" * Who! me?' sez Brer Coon. * Ef he run up onter 
me, I lay I give 'im one twis',' sezee." 

" Did the dog come ? " asked the little boy. 

" Go 'way, honey I " responded the old man, in an 
impressiye tone. " Go way ! Mr. Dog, he come en he 
come a zoonin'. En he ain't wait fer ter say howdy, 
nudder. He des sail inter de two un um. De ve'y f us 
pas he make Brer Possum fetch a grin fum year ter 
year, en keel over like he wuz dead. Den Mr. Dog, he 
sail inter Brer Coon, en right dar's whar he drap his 
money purse, kaze Brer Coon wuz cut out fer dat 
kinder bizness, en he fa'rly wipe up de face er de yeth 
wid 'ioL You better b'leeve dat w'en Mr. Dog got a 
chance to make hisse'f skase he tuck it, en w'at der 
wuz lef un him went skaddlin' thoo de woods like hit 
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woz shot onten a mnskit. En Brer Coon, he sorter 
lick his cloze inter shape en rack off, en Brer Possmn, 

he lay dar like he 
wuz dead, twel 

imeby he raise op 



irtMiSit "! 







sorter keerful like, en 
w'en he fine de coas' 
cle'r he scramble np en 
scamper off like sumpin was atter 'im." 

Here Uncle Remus paused long enough to pick up 
a live coal of fire in his fingers, transfer it to the palm 
of his hand, and thence to his clay pipe, which he had 
been filling — a proceeding that was viewed by the little 
boy with undisguised admiration. The old man then 
proceeded: 
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^^Kex* tune Brar Poflsum met Brer Ooon, fter 
Oocm 'fuse ter 'epon' ter hit howdy, en dig make Brer 
Poflsom feel mighty bad, seein' ez how dey nseter make 
ao many 'aenrshuia tergedder. 

"* Wat make you hoP yo' head so high, Brer Coon?' 
aez Brer Possum, sezee. 

^^ ^ I ain't nmnin' wid cowerds dese days,' sez Br«r 
CooiL * Wen I wants you I'll sen' f er you,' sesee. 

^^ Den Brer Possum git mighty mad. 

" * Who's enny cowerd i ' sezee. 

" * You is,' sez Brer Coon, * dat's who. I ain't so- 
ahatin' wid dem w'at lays down on de groun' en plays 
dead w'en dar's a free fight gwine on,' sezee. 

^^ Den Brer Possum grin en laugh fit to kill hissef. 

" * Lor', Brer Coon, you don't speck I done dat kaze 
I wuz 'feared, duz you ? ' sezee. * Wy I want no mo' 
'feared dan you is dis minnit Wat wuz dey fer ter be 
skeered unt' sezee. *I know'd you'd git away wid 
Mr. Dog ef I didn't, en I des lay dar watchin' yon 
shake him, waitin' fer ter put in w'en de time eome,' 
sezee. 

'^ Brer Coon tu'n up his nose. 

" * Dat's a mighty likely tale,' sezee, * w'en Mr. Dog 
ain't mo'n tech you 'f o' you keel over, en lay dar stiff,' 
sezee. 

" * Dat's des w'at I wuz gwineter tell you 'bout,' sei 
Brer Possum, sezee. ^ I want no mo' skeer'd dan yon 
is right now, en' I wuz fizin' fer ter give Mr. Dog a 
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sample er my jaw,' sezee, * but Tm de most ticklish 
chap w^at yon ever laid eyes on, en no sooner did Mr. 
Dog put his 
nose down jer 
'mong my ribs 
dan I got ter 
laughin', en I 
laughed twel I 
ain't had no use 
er my lim'sj* 
sezee, ' en it's a 
mussyuntoMr. 
Dog dat I 
wuz tick- 
lish, kaze 

a little mo' en I'd e't 'im up,' sezee. ^ I don't mine 
fightin'. Brer Coon, no mo' dan you duz,' sezee, * but 
I declar' ter grashus ef I kin stan' ticklin'. Git me 
in a row whar dey ain't no ticklin' 'lowed, en I'm 
your man,' sezee. 

" En down ter dis day "-r^ontinued Uncle Eemus, 
watching the smoke from his pipe curl upward over 
the little boy's head — " down ter dis day. Brer Pos- 
sum's bound ter s'render w'en you tech him in de short 
ribs, en he'll laugh ef he knows he's gwineter be 
noashed fer it." 
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16 LEGENDS OF THE OLD PLANTATION. 

IV. 

BOW MB. BABBIT WAS TOO SHABP FOB MB. FOX 

^^Unolx Bbmus," said the little boy one eyeningy 
when he had found the old man with little or nothing 
to dOy ^^ did the fox kill and eat the rabbit when he 
oanght him with the Tar-Baby ? '' 

^^ Law, honey, ain't I tell yon 'bout dat ? " replied 
the old darkey, chuckling slyly. '^ I 'clar ter graahnt 
I ought er tole you dat, but old man Nod wuz ridin' on 
my eyeleds 'twel a leetle mo'n I'd a dis'member'd my 
own name, en den on to dat here come yo' mammy hol- 
lerin' atter yon« 

" Wat I tell you w'en I f us' b^n ? I tole you 
Brer Babbit wuz a monstns soon creetur; leas' ways 
dafs w'at I laid out fer ter teU you. Well, den, honey, 
don't you go en make no udder calkalashuns, kaze in 
dem days Brer Babbit en his fambly wuz at de head 
er de gang w'en enny racket wuz on han', en dar dey 
stayed. 'Fo' you begins fer ter wipe yo' eyes 'bout 
Brer Babbit, you wait en see whar'bouts Brer Babbit 
gwineter fetch up at But dat's needer yer ner dar. 

" Wen Brer Fox fine Brer Babbit mixt up wid de 
Tar-Baby, he feel mighty good, en he roll on de groun' 
en laff. Bimeby he up'n say, sezee : 

" * Well, I speck I got you dis time, Brer Babbit, 
•ezee; ^maybe I ain't, but I speck I is. You been run- 
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nin' roan' here sassin' atter me a mighty long tuhe, but 
I speck jou done come ter de een' er de row. Yon bin 
enttin' np 70' capers en bonncin' 'ronn' in dis neighber- 
hood ontwel yon come ter b'leeve yo'se'f de boss er de 
whole gang. En den yoner allers some'rs whar yon got 







no bizness/ sez Brer Fox, sezee. * Who ax yon fer ter 
come en strike up a 'quaintance wid dish yer Tar-Baby I 
En who stuck you up dar whar you iz ? Nobody in de 
roun' worril. You des tuck en jam yo'se'f on dat Tar- 
Baby widout waitin' fer enny invite,' sez Brer Fox, 
sezee, * en dar you is, en dar you'U stay twel I fixes up 
a bresh-pile and fires her up, kaze I'm gwineter bobby^ 
cue you dis day, sho,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 
" Den Brer Babbit talk mighty 'umble. 
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" * I don't keer Vat yon do wid me, Brer Fox,* 
eesee, ^80 yon don't fling me in dat brier-patdi. Boas' 
me, Brer Fox,' sesee, ^bvt don't fling me in dat brier* 
patdi,' eezee. 

^ ^ Hit's so moch trouble fer tm kindle a fier,' aei 
Brer Fox, sezee, ^dat I speck I'll hatter hang yon,' 
sezee. 

" * Hang me des ez high as yon please, Brer Fox,' 
eez Brer Rabbit, sezee, ^ but do fer de Lord's sake don't 
fling me in dat brier-patch,' sezee. 

^^ ^ I ain't got no string,' sez Brer Fox, setee, ' en 
"aow I speck I'll hatter drown you,' sezee. 

^^ ^ Drown me des ez deep ez you please. Brer Fox,' 
sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, ' but do don't fling me in dat 
brier-patch,' sezee. 

^ ^ Dey ain't no water nigh,' sez Brer Fox, sezee, 
'en now I speck I'll hatter skin you,' sezee. 

"*Skin me. Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 
* snatch out my eyeballs, far out my years by de roots, 
en cut off my legs,' sezee, * but do please. Brer Fox, 
dont fling me in dat brier-patch,' sezee. 

" Oo'se Brer Fox wanter hurt Brer Rabbit bad es 
he kin, so he cotch Im by de behime l^s en slung 'im 
right in de middle er de brier-patch. Dar wuz a con- 
siderbul flutter whar Brer Rabbit struck de bushes, en 
Brer Fox sorter hang 'roun' fer ter see w'at wuz gwine^ 
ter happen. Bimeby he hear somebody call 'im, en way 
np de hill he see Brer Rabbit settin' cross-legged on a 
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chinkapin log koamin' de pitch outen his har wid a 
chip. Den Brer Fox know dat he bin swop off mighty 




bad. Brer Babbit wnz bleedzed fer ter fling back some 
er his sass, en he holler out : 

" ' Bred en bawn in a brier-patch, Brer Fox — ^bred 
en bawn in a brier-patch ! ' en wid dat he skip ont des 
ex liyelj ez a cricket in de embers." 
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V. 

THE STORY OF TEE DELUGE AND HOW IT CAME 
ABOUT. 

'^ Onb time/' said Uncle Kemus — ad justing his speo- 
tacles 80 as to be able to see how to thread a large darn- 
ing-needle with which he was patching his coat — *^ one 
time, way back yander, 'f o' you wuz homed, honey, en 
'fo' Mars John er Miss Sally wuz homed — way back 
yander 'fo' enny un us wuz homed, de anemils en de 
creeturs sorter 'lecshuneer roun' 'mong deyselves, twel 
at las' dey 'greed fer ter have a 'sembly. In dem days," 
continued the old man, observing a look of incredulity 




on the little boy's face, ^' in dem days creeturs had lots 
mo' sense dan dey got now ; let 'lone dat, dey had sense 
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lame like folks. Hit was tech en go wid um, too, mon, 
en Ven dey make np der mines Vat hatter be done, 
'twant mo'n menshun'd 'fo' hit wuz done. Well, dey 
'looted dat dey hatter hole er 'sembly fer ter sorter 
straighten out marters en hear de complaints, en w'en 
de day come dey wuz on han'. De Lion, he wuz dar, 
kase he wuz de king, en he hatter be dar. De Rhynos- 
syhoss, he wuz dar, en de Elephent, he wuz dar, en de 
Cammils, en de Cows, en plum down ter de Crawfishes^ 
dey wuz dar. Dey wuz all dar. En w'en de Lion 
shuck his mane, en tuck his seat in de big cheer, den 
de sesshun begun fer ter commence." 

" What did they do, Uncle Eemus ? " asked the little 
boy. 

'^ I can't skacely call to mine 'zackly w'at dey did 
do, but dey spoke speeches, en hollered, en cusst, en 
flung der langwidge 'roun' des like w'en yo' daddy wuz 
gwineter run fer de legislator en got lef . Howsomever, 
dey 'ranged der 'fairs, en splained der bizness. Bimeby, 
w'ile dey wuz 'sputin' 'longer one er nudder, de Ele- 
phent trompled on one er de Crawfishes. Co'se w'en 
dat creetur put his foot down, w'atsumever's under dar 
wuz boun' fer ter be squshed, en dey wa'n't nuff er dat 
Crawfish lef fer ter tell dat he'd bin dar. 

"Dis make de udder Crawfishes mighty mad, e^ 
dey sorter swarmed tergedder en draw'd up a kinder 
peramble wid some wharf o'es in it, en read her out in 
de 'sembly. But bless grashns I sech a racket wuz a 
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gwine on dat iiobodj ain't hear it, 'ceppin may ba iB 
Mod Turkle en de Spring liund, en dere enfloona wni 
poVful lackin'. 

^' Bimebjy w'ilea de Nonicom wax 'iputin' wid de 
lion, en Vile de Hjener wnx a laoghin' ter hiBse'f , de 
Elepbent Bquahed anadder one er de Crawfiabei, en a 
little mo'n he'd er mint de Mad Torkle. Den de Craw- 
fiflhesy w'at dej wxxz lef on am, swarmed tergedder en 
draw'd ap anadder peramble wid earn mo' wharf o'es ; 
bat dej mi^t ex well er sang Ole Dan Tacker ter a 
harrycane. De adder creetars wax too basy wid der 
fassin' fer ter 'epon' anto de Crawfishes. So dar dey 
wax, de Crawfishes, en dey didn't know w'at minnit 
Wax gwineter be de nez' ; en dey kep' on gitdn madder 
en madder en skeerder en skeerder, twel bimeby dey 
gon de wink ter de Mad Tarkle en de Spring Lixxod, 
en den dey bo'd Uttle holes in de groan' en went down 
outer sight" 

"Who did, Uncle Kemas ? " asked the little 
boy. 

" De Crawfishes, honey. Dey bo'd inter de groan' 
en kep' on bo'in twel dey onloost de f oantains er de 
earf ; en de waters sqairt oat, en riz higher en higher 
twel de hills wax kivvered, en de creetars wax all 
drownded; en all bekaxe dey let on 'mong deyselyes 
dat dey wax bigger dan de Crawfishes." 

Then the old man blew the ashes from a smoking 
yam, and proceeded to remore the peeling. 
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^ Where was the ark, Uncle Remus ? " the Utile boy 
inquired, presently. 




^* Wich ark's dat ? " asked the old man, in a tone of 
well-feigned cariosity. 

" Noah's ark," replied the child. 

"Don't yon pester wid ole man Noah, honey. I 
boim' he tuck keer er dat ark. Dat's w'at he wnz dar 
fer, en dat's w'at he done. Leas'ways, dat's w'at dey 
tells me. But don't yon bodder longer dat ark, 'ceppin' 
yonr mammy fetches it np. Dey mont er bin two 
deloojes, en den agin dey montent Ef dey wnz enny 
ark in dish yer w'at de Crawfishes bmng on, I ain't 
heem tell nn it, en w'en dey ain't no arks 'roxm', I ain't 
got no time fer ter make nm en pnt nm in dar. Hif s 
gittin' yo' bedtime, honey." 
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MIL BABBIT GBOSSLT DECEIVBS MB. FOX. 

Okb eyeniDg when the HtUe boy, whoee nights with 
Uncle BemuB were as entertaining as those Arabian 
ones of blessed memory, had finished supper and har- 
ried ont to sit with his venerable patron, he found the 
old man in great glee. Indeed, Uncle Remns was talk- 
ing and laughing to himself at such a rate that the little 
boy was afraid he had company. The truth is. Uncle 
Bemus had heard the child coming, and, when the rosy- 
cheeked chap put his head in at the door, was engaged 
in a monologue, the burden of which seemed to be — 

-Ole Molly Har', 
Wat you doin' dar, 
Settin' in de cornder 
Smokin' yo* seegyarf " 

As a matter of course this vague allusion reminded 
the little boy of the fact that the wicked Fox was still 
in pursuit of the Babbit, and he immediately put his 
curiosity in the shape of a question. 

^ Uncle Eemus, did the Babbit have to go clean 
away when he got loose from tlie Tar-Baby t " 

"Bless gracious, honey, dat he didn't Who? 
Him? You dunno nuthin' 'tall 'bout Brer Babbit ef 
dat's de way you puttin' 'im d^wn. Wat he gwine 
'way fert He moughter staved sorter dose twel de 
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pitch rub oflPn his ha'r, bnt twem't mennj days 'fo' hm 
wnz lopin' up en down de neighborhood same ez ever^ 
en I dnnno ef he wern't mo' sassier dan bef o'. 

^^Seem like dat de tale 'bout how he got mixt 
up wid de Tar-Baby got 'roun' 'mongst de nabers. 
Leas'ways, Miss Meadows en de gals got win' nn' it, en 
de nex' time Brer Eabbit paid um a visit Miss Meadows 
tackled 'im 'bout it, en de gals sot np a monstos giggle- 
ment. Brer Babbit, he sot np des ez cool ez a cow* 
cnmber, he did, en let 'em rnn on." 

'^Who was Miss Meadows, Uncle Bemns!" in- 
quired the little boy. 

<* Don't ax me, honey. She wnz in de tale. Miss 
Meadows en de gals wnz, en de tale I give yon like hi't 
wer' gun ter me. Brer Babbit, he sot dar, he did, 
sorter lam' like, en den bimeby he cross his legs, he 
did, and wink his eye slow, en up and say, sezee : 

" * Ladies, Brer Fox wnz my daddy's ridin'-hoss fer 
thirty year ; maybe mo', but thirty year dat I knows 
un,' sezee ; en den he paid um his 'specks, en tip his 
beaver, en march off, he did, des ez stiff en ez stuck up 
ez a fire-stick. 

"Nex* day. Brer Fox cum a callin', and w'en ha 
gan fer ter laugh 'bout Brer Babbit, Miss Meadows en 
de gals, dey ups en tells 'im 'bout w'at Brer Babbit say. 
Den Brer Fox grit his tushes sho' nuff, he did, en ha 
look mighty dumpy, but w'en he riz fer ter go he up 

en say, sezee : 

4 
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«<<]jidie8, I ain't 'spntin' w'at you saj, but Pll 
make Brer Rabbit chaw up his words en spit nm oat 
right yer whar you kin see 'im,' sezee, en wid 
dat off Brer Fox put 

*' £n Ven he got in de big road, 
he shuck de dew off'n his tail, en 
made a straight shoot fer 
Brer l^bbit's honse. Wen 
be got dar, Brer Babbit 
wii£ ^pectin' un 'im, en de 
do' Huz shet fas'. Brer 
Fo3t knock. Nobody ain't 
ani'er. Brer Fox knock. 
Kobody ans'er. Den 
lie knock agin — blam ! 
blam I Den Brer Bab- 
bit holler out mi^ty 
weak: 
'**l8 dat yon, Brer 
Fox } I want 
you ter run en 
fetch de doctor. 
Dat bait er pusly 
Vat I e't dis 
mawnin' is gittin' 
'way wid me. Do, please, Brer Fox, run quick,' ses 
Brer Babbit, sezee. 

** * I come atter you, Brer Babbit^* sei Brer Fox, 
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•esee. * Dar^s gwineter be a party up at MSss Mead- 
owb's,* sezee. * All de gals *11 be dere, en I promus' dat 
I'd fetch you. De gals, dey 'lowed dat hit wouldn't be 
no party 'ceppin' I f otch you,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

"Den Brer Babbit say he wuz too sick, en Brer 
Fox say he wuzzent, en dar dey had it up and down, 
'sputin' en contendin'. Brer Rabbit say he can't walk. 
Brer Fox say he tote 'im. Brer Rabbit say how? 
Brer Fox say in his arms. Brer Rabbit say he drap 
'im. Brer Fox 'low he won't Bimeby Brer Rabbit 
say he go ef Brer Fox tote 'im on his back. Brer Fox 
say he would. Brer Rabbit say he can't ride widout a 
saddle. Brer Fox say he git de saddle. Brer Rabbit 
say he can't set in saddle less he have bridle fer ter hoi' 
by. Brer Fox say he git de bridle. Brer Rabbit say 
he cant ride widout bline bridle, kaze Brer Fox be 
shyin' at stumps 'long de road, en fiing 'im off. Brer 
Fox say he git bline bridle. Den Brer Rabbit say he 
go. Den Brer Fox say he ride Brer Rabbit mos' up 
ter Miss Meadows's, en den he could git down en walk 
de balance er de way. Brer Rabbit 'greed, en deu 
Brer Fox lipt out atter de saddle en de bridle. 

" Co'se Brer Rabbit know de game dat Brer Fox 
wuz fixin' fer ter play, en he 'termin' fer ter outdo 'im, 
en by de time he koam his ha'r en twis' his mustarsh, 
en sorter rig up, yer come Brer Fox, saddle en bridle 
on, en lookin' ez peart ez a circus pony. He trot up 
ter de do' en stan' dar pawin' de ground en chompin' 
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de bit same like aho 'nnS hoesj en Brer Kabbit ha 
mount, he did, en dej amble off. Brer Fox canH see 
behime wid de bline bridle on, bnt bimebj he feel Brer 
Babbit raise one er his foots. 

" ' Wat yon doin' now. Brer Rabbit ? ' sezee. 




" * Short'nin* de lef stir'p, Brer Fox,' sezee. 

" Bimeby Brer Rabbit raise np de udder foot 

" * Wat yon doin' now, Brer Rabbit ? ' sezee. 

*' * Pullin' down my pants, Brer Fox,' sezee. 

"All de time, bless grashus, honey. Brer Rabbit 
wer pnttin' on his spurrers, en w'en dey got close to 
Ifiss Meadows's, whar Brer Rabbit wuz to git off, en 
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Brer Fox made a motion far ter stan' still, Brer Babbit 
slap de spurrers inter Brer Fox flanks, en 70a better 
bleeve he got over gronn'. Wen dey got ter de honse^ 
Miss Meadows en all de gals wnz settin' on de peazzec^ 
en stidder stoppin' at de gate, Brer Babbit rid on bj^ 
he did, en den come gallopin' down de road en np ter 
de hoss-rack, w'ich he hiteh Brer Fox at, en den ha 
Banter inter de honse, he did, en shake ban's wid de 
gals, en set dar, smokin' his seegyar same ez a town 
man. Bimeby he draw in a long puff, en den let hit ont 
in a clond, en sqoar hisse'f back en holler out, he did : 

"* Ladies, ain't I done tell you Brer Fox wuz do 
ridin'-hoss fer our fambly? He sorter losin' his gait 
now, but I speck I kin f etoh 'im all right in a montf 
er so,' sezee. 

^^ En den Brer Babbit sorter grin, he did, en de gals 
giggle, en Miss Meadows, she praise up de pony, en 
dar wuz Brer Fox hiteh fas' ter de rack, en couldn't 
he'p hisse'f ." 

"Is that all, Uncle Bemus?" asked the little boy 
as the old man paused. 

" Dat ain't all, honey, but 'twon't do fer ter give 
out too much cloff fer ter cut one pa'r pants," replied 
the old man sententiously. 
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vn. 
ME. FOX IS AGAIN VICTIMIZED. 

When ''Miss SaUy's" little boy went to Unele 
Bemii8 the next night to hear the concludon of the 
adventure in which the Eabbit made a riding-horse of 
the Fox to the great enjoyment and gratification of 
MiBB Meadows and the girls, he found the old man in 
a bad humor. 

^^ I ain't tellin' no tales ter bad chilluns/' said Unde 
BemuB curtly. 

''But, Unde Bemus, I aint bad/' said the little 
boy plaintively. 

''Who dat chunkin' dem chickens dis mawnin'? 
Who dat knockin' out f okes's eyes wid dat Yallerbam- 
mer sling des 'f o' dinner ! Who dat sickin' dat pinter 
puppy atter my pig? Who dat scatterin' my ingun 
sets? Who dat flingin' rocks on top er my house, 
w'ich a little mo' en one tm em would er drap spang 
on my head ? " 

" Well, now, Unde Eemus, I didn't go to do it I 
won't do so any more. Please, Unde Bemus, if you 
will tell me, I'll run to the house and bring you some 
tea-cakes." 

" Seein' um's better'n hearin' tell xm um," replied 
the old man, the severity of his countenance relaxing 
somewhat ; but the little boy darted out, and in a few 
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minuteB came miming back with his pockets full and 
hill hands full. 

^' I lay 70' mammy 'U 'spishim dat de rats' stom- 
mncks is widenin' in dis neighborhood w'en she come 
fer ter count np 'er cakes," said Uncle Eemos, with a 
chuckle. ''Deze," he continued, dividing the cakes 
into two equal parts — ^^dese I'll tackle now, en dese 
I'll lay by fer Simday. 

<< Lemme see. I mos' dis'member wharbouts Brer 
Fox en Brer Rabbit wuz." 

'' The rabbit rode the fox to Miss Meadows's, and 
hitched him to the horse-rack," said the little boy. 

" Wy co'se he did," said Unde Eemus. " Co'se ha 
did. Well, Brer Babbit rid Brer Fox up, he did, en 
tied 'im to de rack, 
en den sot out in 
de peazzer wid de 
gals a smokin' er 
his loegyar wid 
mo' proudness dan 
w'at you mos' ever 
see. Dey talk, en 
dey smg, en dey 
play on de pean- 
ner, de gals did, 
twel bimeby hit 
come time fer Brer Babbit fer to be gwine, en h% 
tell um all good-by, en strut out to de hoss-rack same's 




Digitized by 



Google 



Sa LBGBND6 OF THX OLD PLANTATION. 

cf he wiuB de king er de patter-roUerSy* en den he 
Boont Brer Fox en ride off. 

''Brer Fox ain't sajin' nathin' 'tall He dee rack 
effy he did, en keep hiB monf ehet, en Brer Babbit 
know'd der wux bizness cookin' np f er him, en he 
leel monBtos skittish. Brer Fox amble on twel he git 
in de long lane, onter sight er Miss Meadows's honse, 
en den he tn'n loose, he did. He rip en he r'ar, en he 
eofls, en he swar ; he snort en he cayort" 

''What was he doing that for, Uncle Remnst" the 
Ittle boy inqnired. 

^ He moLz tryin' f er ter fling Brer Babbit off'n his 
kack, bless 70' sonll Bat he des might ea well er 
nsde wid his own shadder. E^ery time he hump 
hisse'f Brer Babbit slap de sporrers in 'im, en dar 
dej had it, np en down. Brer Fox fa'rlj to' np de 
groan' he did, en he jnmp so high en he jump so 
qnick dat he mighty nigh snatch his own taU off. 
Dey kep* on gwine on dis way twel bimeby Brer Fox 
lay down en roll over, he did, en dis sorter onsettle 
Brer Rabbit, bat by de time Brer Fox got back on his 
footses agin, Brer Babbit wax gwine thoo de nnder> 
kresh mo' samer dan a race-hoss. Brer Fox he lit ont 

* Pstrols. In the oountry districts, order was kept on the plsa- 
Istions St night by the knowledge thst the j were liable to be Tisilad 
at any moment bj the patrols. Henee a song current among ttM 
Mgroi% the ohoros of whio^ was: 

* Ron, nigger, run ; patter-roller ketoh ] 
Bon. nigger, mn ; hit*8 almos' day." 
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^*Ea dea he tu*n loose, be did.' 
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atter 'im, he did, en he posh Brer Babbit 00 elom 
dat it wnz 'bout all he could do fer ter git in a 
holler tree. Hole too little fer Brer Fox fer 
ter git in, en he hatter lay dowa 
en res' en gedder his mine terged- 
der. 

'^ While he wnz layin' dai^ 
i^ ( i ^& - ^^* "'*^' ^' Buzzard come floppin* 

m ' fl ^^t^ 'I0QS9 ^^ aeein' Brer Foe 
r\ n' I ^BSr stretch out on de ground 
/ / ■ ^^^w he lit en view de pre- 
musses. Den Mr. Buz- 
zard sorter shake his wing^ 
en put his head on one sidc^ 
en say to hisse'f like, sezee : 

^' ' Brer Fox dead, en I so sotw 
ry/ sezee. 

'''No I ain't dead, nudder/ 

sez Brer Fox, sezee. ' I 

got ole 




Babbit pent 
up in yer,* 
sezee, 'em 
I'magwine* 
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ter git 'im dis time ef it take twel Chria'miu,' 
fezee. 

^^Den, atter some mo' palaver. Brer Fox make a 
bargain dat Mr. Buzzard wnz ter watch de hole, en 
keep Brer Babbit dar wilee Brer Fox went atter hia 
axe. Den Brer Fox, he lope off, he did, en Mr. Buz* 
zard, he tuck up his stan' at de hole. Bimeby, w'en 
all git still. Brer Babbit sorter scramble down close ter 
de hole, he did, en holler ont : 

"^BrerFoxI OhlBrerFoxP 

^'Brer Fox done gone, en nobody say nathin\ 
Den Brer Babbit squall out like he vmz mad ; sezee : 

<<<Yon needn't talk less yon wanter,' sezee; ^I 
knows youer dar, en I ain't keerin',' sezee. ^I dee 
wanter tell you dat I wish mighty bad Brer Tukkey 
Buzzard wuz here,' sezee. 

" Den Mr. Buzzard try ter talk like Brer Fox : 

" * Wat you want wid Mr. Buzzard ? ' sezee. 

"*0h, nuthin' in 'tickler, 'cep' dere's de fatted 
gray squir'l in yer dat ever I see,' sezee, * en ef Brer 
Tukkey Buzzard wuz 'roun' he'd be mighty glad for 
ter git 'im,' sezee. 

^^^How Mr. Buzzard gwine ter git 'imt' sez de 
Buzzard, sezee. 

^ ^ Well, dar's a little hole roun' on de udder side er 
de tree,' sez Brer Babbit, sezee, ^ en ef Brer Tukkey 
Buzzard wuz here so he could take up his stan' dar/ 
sezee, ^ I'd drive dat squir'l out,' sezee. 
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^^ ^ Drive 'im out, den,' sez Mr. Bmzzard, sezee, ^ en 
I'll see dat Brer Tnkkey Buzzard gits 'im,' sezee. 

'^ Den Brer Babbit kick up a racket, like he wer* 
drivin' sompin' ont, en Mr. Buzzard he ruah 'roun' fer 
ter ketch de sqnir'I, en Brer Bab- 
bit^ he dash out, he 
did^ en he des flj fer 
home,'^ 

At this point Un- 
cle Bemus took one 
of the tea- 
cakes, held 
* 

his head back, opened his mouth, dropped the cake in 
with a sudden motion, looked at the little boy with an 
expression of astonishment, and then closed his eyes, 
and begun to chew, mumbling as an accompaniment 
the plaintive tune of " Don't you Grieve atter Me." 

The sSance was over; but, before the little boy 
went into the ^^big house," Uncle Bemus laid his 
rough hand tenderly on the child's shoulder, and re- 
marked, in a confidential tone : 
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^^ Honey, yon mns' git np soon Chiis'mnB mawnin' 
en open de do' ; kase Tm gwineter bounce in on Hane 
John en Miss Sally, en holler Chris'mns gif des like I 
Bseter endorin' de farmin' days f o' de war, w'en ole 
Miss wnz live. I bonn' dey don't f ergit de ole nigger, 
nndder. Wen yon hear me callin' de pigs, honey, yon 
des hop np en onfassen de do'. I lay I'll give Marse 
John one er dese yer 'sprixe parties." 



MB. FOX IS ** OUTDONE'* BY MB. BUZZABD. 

^^Er I don't ran inter no mistakes," remarked 
l^nde Bemns, as the little boy came tripping in to see 
him after snpper, ^^ Mr. Tnkkey Buzzard vmz gyardin' 
de holler whar Brer Rabbit went in at, en w'ich he 
come out un." 

The silence of the little boy yenfied the old man's 
recollection. 

^' Well, Mr. Buzzard, he feel mighty lonesome, be 
did, but he done prommust Brer Fox dat he'd stay, en 
he 'termin' fer ter sorter hang 'roun' en jine in de 
joke. En he ain't hatter wait long, nudder, kase bime- 
by yer come Brer Fox gallopin' thoo de woods wid his 
axe on his shoulder. 

" * How you speck Brer Rabbit gittin' on. Brer : 
laid t ' sea Brer Fox, sezee. 



Digitized by 



Google 



MR FOX IS «< OUTDONE'' BY MR. BUZZARD. 87 

"*0h, he in dar,' sez Brer Buzzard, sezee. *He 
mighty etiU, dough. I speck he takin' a nap/ sezee. 

^' ^ Den I'm des in time f er ter wake 'im up,' sez 
Brer Fox, sezee. En wid dat he fling off his coat| en 
spit in his han's, en grab de axe. Den he draw back 
en come down on de tree — pow 1 En eve'y time he 
eome down wid de axe — pow 1 — Mr. Buzzard, he step 
high, he did, en holler out : 

" * Oh, he in dar, Brer Foi- He 
in dar, Bho* 




" En eve'y time a chip ud fly off, Mr. Buzzard, he'd 
jump, en dodge, en hole his head sideways, he would, 
en holler : 
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*^ * He in dar, Brer Fox. I done heerd 'im. He ui 
dftTi sho/ 

^ En Brer Fox, he lammed awaj at dat holler treop 
he did, like a man maulin' rails, twel bimeby, atter he 
done got de tree mos' cut thoo, he stop f er ter ketch his 
bref, en he seed Mr. Bnzzard langhin' behime his back, 
he did, en right den en dar, widont gwine enny fadder^ 
Brer Fox, he smelt a rat Bat Mr. Buzzard, he keep 
on holler'n : 

^^ ^ He in dar, Brer Fox. He in dar, sho. I done 
seed'im.' 

^ Den Brer Fox, he make like he peepin' up de 
holler, en he say, sezee : 

" * Run yer, Brer Buzzard, en look ef dis ain't Brer 
Babbit's foot hanging down yer.' 

^'En Mr. Buzzard, he come steppin' up, he did^ 
same ez ef he wer treddin' on kurkle-burs, en he stick 
his head in de hole ; en no sooner did he done dat dan 
Brer Fox grab 'im. Mr. Buzzard flap his wings, en 
scramble 'roun' right smartually, he did, but 'twant no 
use. Brer Fox had de 'vantage er de grip, he did, en 
he hilt 'im right down ter de groun'. Den Mr. Buz- 
zard squall out, sezee : 

" * Lemme 'lone. Brer Fox. Tu'n me loose,* 
sezee; *Brer Rabbit'll git out Touer gittin' close 
at 'im,' sezee, * en leb'm mo' licks'U fetch 'im,* 
aezee. 

^ * Fm nigher ter you, Brer Buzzard^' eez Brer Fox, 
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sezee, 'dan FU be ter Brer Babbit dis day,' sezeu 
* Wat you fool me f er ? ' sezee. 

<< < Lemme 'lone, Brer Fox,' sez Mr. Buzzard, sezee ; 
'my ole 'oman waitin' fer me. Brer Babbit in dar,/ 



'' ' Bar's a bunch er his fur on dat blaek-be'y bush,' 
eez Brer Fox, sezee, 'en dat ain't de way he come,' 
sezee. 

" Den Mr. Buzzard up'n tell Brer Fox how 'twuz, 
en he low'd, Mr. Buzzard did, dat Brer Babbit wuz de 
lowdownest w'atsizname w'at he ever run up widL 
Den Brer Fox say, sezee : 

" ' Daf 8 needer here ner dar. Brer Buzzard,' sezee. 
* I lef you yer fer ter watch dish yere hole, en I lef 
Brer Babbit in dar. I comes back en I fines you at de 
hole en Brer Babbit ain't in dar,' sezee. ' Fm gwine- 
ter make you pay f er't. I done bin tampered wid twel 
plum' down ter de sap sucker'll set on a log en sassy 
me. Fm gwinter fling you in a bresh-heap en bum 
you up,' sezee. 

"'Ef you fling me on der fier. Brer Fox, 111 fly 
'way,' sez Mr. Buzzard, sezee. 

"'Well, den, Fll settle yo' hash right now,' ses 
Brer Fox, sezee, en wid dat he grab Mr. Buzzard by de 
tail, he did, en make fer ter dash 'im 'gin de groun', 
but des 'bout dat time de tail f edders come out, en Mr. 
Buzzard sail ofi like one er dese yer berloons ; en M 
he riz, he holler back : 
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** * You gimme good etart, Brer Fox,' sezeey en Brer 
Fox eot dar en watch 'im fly outer sight" 




''Hut what be* 
came of the Rab- 
bit, Uncle KemuBl" 
asked the little boy. 
" Don't you pes- 
ter %nger Brer Babbit, honey, en don't you fret 
^ut 'im. You'll year whar he went en how he come 
out Dish yer cole snap rastles wid my bones, now," 
continued the old man, putting on his hat and pick- 
ing up his walking-stick. ^' Hit rastles wid me mons- 
tus, en I gotter rack 'roun' en see if I kin run up agin 
some Ohris'mus leavin's." p 
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IX. 
MISS COW FALLS A VICTIM TO ME. BABBIT. 

^^ TJnolb Rsmus," said the little boy, ^^ what became 
of the Babbit after he fooled the Buzzard, and got oat 
of thehoUowtree?" 

"Who? Brer Babbit? Bless yo' soul, honey, Brer 
Babbit went skippin' 'long home, he did, des ez sassy 
ez a jay-bird at a sparrer's nes'. He went gallopin' 
Uong, he did, but he feel mighty tired out, en stifE in 
his jints, en he wnz mighty nigh dead for sunpin fer 
ter drink, en bimeby, Ven he got mos' home, he spied 
ole Miss Cow feedin' ronn' in a fieP, he did, en he 
'termin' fer ter try his han' wid 'er. Brer Babbit 
know mighty well dat Miss Cow won't give 'im no 
milk, kaze she done 'fuse 'im mo'n once, en w'en his 
ole 'oman wuz sick, at dat But never mind dat. Brer 
Babbit sorter dance up 'long side er de fence, he did, 
en holler out : 

" * Howdy, Sis Cow,' sez Brer Babbit, sezee. 

"*Wy, howdy, Brer Babbit,' sez Miss Cow, sez 
she. 

" * How you fine yo'se'f deze days, Sis Cow ? ' sez 
Brer-Babbit, sezee. 

" * I'm sorter toler ble. Brer Babbit ; how you come 
on ? ' sez Miss Cow, sez she. 

"*0h, I'm des toler'ble myse'f, Sis Cow; sorter lin- 
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ger'n' twix* a bank en a break-down/ sez Brer Babbit, 
•eaee. 

^ ^ How yo' f okee, Brer Babbit t ' sez Miss Oow, ses 
•he. 

" * Dey er des middling Sis Cow ; how Brer Bull 
gittin' on t ' 0ez Brer Babbit, sezee. 

^'^ Sorter so-so,' sez Miss 
Cow, sez she, 

^ Dey er some mighty 







^ . ' • * -J? ' 

nica 'simmons up die 

ff\;^^^ tree, Sib Cow/ 

, ^ ^## Brer Rabbit, mwee^ 

f^Y^^^W^^. '^° ^'^ ''''^ '^^''*^ 

'/fh.fVf ^f/' ,^^1 f^p terhaveeomo 

nn nm,' sezee. 

^ * How yon gwineter git nm, Brer Babbit ? ' sez she. 

** * I 'lowM maybe dat I might ax yon f er ter bntt 

'gin de tree, en shake some down, Sis Cow,' sez Brer 

Babbit, sezee. 
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^^Cooe Miss Cow don't wanter diskommerdate 
Brer Babbit, en she march np ter de 'simmon tree, she 
did, en hit it a rap wid'er horns — blam I Now, den,'* 
continued Uncle Bemns, tearing off the comer of a 
plug of tobacco and cramming it into his month — 
"now, den, dem 'simmons wuz green ez grass, en 
na'er one never drap. Den Miss Cow butt de tree 
— ^blim ! Na'er 'simmon drap. Den Miss Cow sorter 
back off little, en run agin de tree — blip! No 'sim* 
mons never drap. Den Miss Cow back off little 
fudder, she did, en hi'st her tail on 'er back, en come 
agin de tree, kerblam I en she come so fas', en she 
come so hard, twel one 'er her horns went spang thoo 
de tree, en dar she woz. She can't go forreds, en 
she can't go backerds. Dis zackly w'at Brer Babbit 
waitin' fer, en he no sooner seed ole Miss Cow al] 
fas'en'd up dan he jomp np, he did, en cut de pidjin« 
wing. 

" * Come he'p me out, Brer Babbit,' sez Miss Cow, 
eezshe. 

" ^ I can't dime. Sis Cow,' sez Brer Babbit, sezee, 
* but I'll run'n tell Brer BuD,' sezee ; en wid dat Brer 
Babbit put out fer home, en 'twan't long 'fo here he 
come wid his ole 'oman en all his chilluns, en de las' 
one er de fambly wuz totin' a pail. De big uns had 
big pails, en de little uns had little pails. En dey all 
s'roundid ole Miss Cow, dej did, en you hear me, hon- 
ty, dey milk't 'er dry. De ole uns milk't en de young 
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mis milk't^ en den w'en dey done got naff, Brer Bab- 
bit, he np'n say, sezee : 

" * I wish yon mighty well, Sis 
Oow. I 'low'd bein'g how dat 
yon'd hatter sorter camp ont all 
night dat Fd better 
come en swaje yo' 
"^ * bag/sezee." 

"Do which, Uncle 
Remnst" asked the lit- 
tle boy. 

" Gh> ^ong, honey I 
Swaje 'er bag. Wen 
cows don't git milk't, 
der bag swells, en 
yonk'n hear um a 
moanin' en a beller'n 
des like dey wnz gittin' 
hurtid. Dat's w'at 
Brer Eabbit done. He 
'sembled his fambly, 
he did, en he swaje ole 
Miss Cow's bag. 

^^ Miss Cow, she stood dar, she did, en she stndy en 
dtndy, en strive f er ter break loose, but de horn done 
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biD jam in de tree so tight dat twoz way 'f day in de 
momin' 'f o* she loose it. Anyhow hit wnz endurin' er 
de night, en atter she git loose she sorter graze 'ronn', 
she did, fer ter jestify 'er stummuek. She 'low'd, ole 
Hiss Cow did, dat Brer Babbit be hoppin' 'long dat 
way fer ter see how she gittin' on, en she tack'n lay er 
trap fer 'im ; en des 'bout sunrise wat'd ole Miss Cow 
do but march np ter de 'simmon tree en stick er horn 
back in de hole ? But, bless yo' soul, honey, w'ile she 
wnz croppin' de grass, she tuck one monfull too 
menny, kaze w'en she hitch on ter de 'sinmion tree 
agin. Brer Rabbit wnz settin' in de fence comder a 
watchin' nn 'er. Den Brer Babbit he say ter hisse'f : 

" ^ Heyo,' sezee, * w'at dis yer gwine on now ? Hole 
yo' bosses, Sis Cow, twel you hear me comin',' sezee. 

^^ En den he crope oS down de fence, Brer Babbit 
did, en bimeby here he come — lippity-clippity, clippity- 
lippity — des a sailin' down de big road. 

" ' Momin', Sis Cow,' sez Brer Babbit, sezee, * how 
you come on dis momin' ? ' sezee. ^ 

"* Po'ly, Brer Babbit, po'ly,' sez Miss Cow, sez she, 
* I ain't had no res' all night,' sez she. * I can't pull 
loose,' sez she, ^ but ef you'll come en ketch holt er my 
tail, Brer Babbit,' sez she, ' I reckin may be I kin fetch 
my horn out,' sez she. Den Brer Babbit, he come up 
little closer, but he ain't gittin' too close. 

" * I speck I'm nigh nuff, Sis Cow,' sez Brer Bab- 
bit, sezee. ^ I'm a mighty pimy man, en I might git 
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trompled/ tezee. * Ton do de pullin', Sis Cow,' 
^•n I'll do do gnmtinV sezee. 

<< Den MiM Cow, she poll out 'er Iiotd, aho did, on 
tuck atter Brer Kabbit, en down de big road dej Ittd 
it^ Brer Babbit wid his years laid back, en Miss Cow 




wid 'er head down en 'er tail cnrL Brer Babbit kep' 
on gainin', en bimeby he dart in a brier-patch, en by 
de time Miss Cow come 'long he had his head sdckin' 
o«t, en his eyes look big ex Miss Sally's chany sassers. 

"*Heyo, Sis Cowl Whar yon gwine?' sei Brer 
Babbit, sexee. 

" * Howdy, Brer Big-Eyes,' sex Miss Cow, sex she. 

* Is you seed Brer Babbit go by ? ' 

^* ^ He des dis minit pass,' sez Brer Babbit, eeeee, 

* en he look mighty sick,' sezee. 

^^ En wid dat. Miss Cow tnck down de road like de 
dogs wnz atter 'er, en Brer Babbit, he des lay down dar 
in de brier-patch en roll en laugh twel his sides hortid 
'im. He bleedzd ter laff. Fox atter 'im, Buxxard atter 
'im, en Cow atter 'im, en dey ain't kotch 'im ylL" 
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MR. TERRAPIN APPEARS UPON THE SCENE. 

" Mi96 Sallt's " little boy again occupying the anx- 
ious position of auditor, Uncle Bemus took the shovel 
and ^^ put de noses er de chunks tergedder/' as he ex- 
pressed it, and then began : 

"One day, atter Sis Cow done run pas' 'er own 
diadder tryin' fer ter ketch 'im, Brer Kabbit tuck'n 




^..V 



'low dat he wuz gwineter drap in en see Miss Meadows 
en de gals, en he got out his piece er lookin'-glaas en 
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Jim/ aes she, en den Miss Meadows en de gals make 
great wonderment how Brer Fox kin talk dat a waj 
'bont nice man like Brer Tarrjpin. 

^' But bless grashns, honej 1 whilst all dis gwine on, 
Brer Fox wnz stannin' at de back do' wid one year at 
de catrhole lissenin'. Eave-drappers don't hear no good 
er dejse'fy en de way Brer Fox wuz 'bused dat day wtuc 
a caution. 

^^Bimeby Brer Fox stick his head in de do', en 
holler out : 

" ' Good evenin', fokes, I wish you mighty well,' 
sezee, en wid dat he make a dash for Brer Rabbit, but 
Miat Meadows en de gals dey holler en squall, dey did, 




en Brer Tarrypin he got ter scramblin' roun' up dar 
on de shelf, en off he come, en blip he tuck Brer Fox 
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on do back er de head. Dis sorter stunted Brer Fox, 
en Ven he gedder his hnembmice de mos' he seed wiu 
a pot er greens tnmt over in de fireplace, en a broke 
cheer. Brer Rabbit wuz gone, en Brer Tarrypn wux 
gone, en Miss Meadows en de gals wxus gone." 

"Where did the Eabbit go, Uncle RemnsI" the 
little boj asked, after a panse. 

"Bless 70' soul, honey! Brer Eabbit he skint up 
de dumbly — dats w'at tumt de pot er greens over. 
Brer Tarrypin, he crope under de bed, he did, en got 
behime de cloze-chist, en Miss Meadows en de gals, dey 
run out in de yard. 

" Brer Fox, he sorter look roun' en fed er de back 
er his head, whar Brer Tarrypin Kt, but he don't see 
no sine er Brer Babbit But de smoke en de ashes 
gwine up de chimbly got de best er Brer Rabbit, en 
bimeby he sneeze — hudkychow / 

" ' Aha ! ' sez Brer Fox, sezee ; * youer dar, is you ?* 
sezee. ^ Well, Fm gwineter smoke you out, ef it takes 
a mont'. Toner mine dis time,' sezee. Brer Rabbit 
ain't sayin' nuthin'. 

"* Ain't you comin' down?' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 
Brer Rabbit ain't sayin' nuthin'. Den Brer Fox, he 
went out atter some wood, he did, en w'en he come 
back he hear Brer Rabbit laughin'. 

"*Wat you laughin' at. Brer Babbitt' sec Brer 
Fox, sezee. 

" ' Can't tell you. Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, 
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'' ' Better tell, Brer Rabbit,' eez Brer Fox, Bezee. 

^^^'TainH nnthin' bat a box er money somebody 
done gone en lef up yer in de chink er de chimbly,' 
sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

** * Don't b'leeve you,' Bez Brer Fox, eezee. 

<< < Look up en see,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, en w'en 
Brer Fox look up, Brer Rabbit spit bis eyes full er 




terbarker jooee, he did, en Brer Fox, he make a break 
fer de branch, en Brer Rabbitt he come down en tole 
de ladies good-by. 

***How you git 'im off, Brer Rabbitt' sez Miss 
Meadows, sez she. 
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" * Who ? me ?' sez Brer Babbit, sezee ; * w'y I dee 
tack en tole 'im dat ef he didn't go 'long home en stop 
plajin' his pranks on spectnbble fokes, dat Fd take 'im 
out and th'ash 'im,' sezee." 

'^And what became of the Terrapin?" asked the 
little boy. 

'^ Oh, well den ! " exclaimed the old man, ^^ Chilians 
can't speck ter know all 'boat eve'ything 'fo' dey git 
some res'. Dem eyeleds er yone wanter be propped 
Wid straws dis minnit." 



zi. 
MR. WOLF MAKES A FAILURE. 

" I LAY yo' ma got comp'ny," said Uncle Remas, as 
the little boy entered the old man's door with a hnge 
piece of mince-pie in his hand, '^en ef she ain't got 
comp'ny, den she done gone en drap de cnbberd key 
som'ers whar yon done ran up wid it." 

"Well, I saw the pie lying there, Uncle Bemos, 
and I just thought I'd fetch it oat to yoa." 

" Tooby sho, honey," replied the old man, regard- 
ing the child with admiration. "Tooby sho, honey; 
dat changes marters. Chrismas doin's is outer date, en 
dey ain't got no bizness layin' roun' loose. Dish yer 
pie," Uncle Bemus continued, holding it up and meas- 
uring it with an experienced eye, " will gimme strenk 
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for ter ptrsoo on atter Brer Fox en Brer Rabbit en de 
ndder ereetors Vat dey roped in long wid am." 

Here the old man panted, and proceeded to demol- 
ish the pie — a feat acoomplished in a very short time. 
Then he wiped the crambs from his beard and began : 

^^ Brer Fox feel so bad, en he git so mad 'boat Brer 
Babbit, dat he dnnner w'at ter do, en he look mighty 
t down-hearted. Bimeby, one day wiles he wax gwine 
'long de road, old Brer Wolf come np wid 'im. Wen 
dey done howdyin' en axin' atter one nadder's fambly 
connexahan, Brer Wolf, he 'low, he did, dat der wax 
samp'n wrong wid Brer Fox, en Brer Fox, he 'low'd 
der wem't, en he went on en laogh en make great ter- 
do kaze Brw Wolf look like he spisbon snmp'n. Bat 
Brer Wolf, he got mighty long head, en he sorter 
iM-oaeh 'boat Brer Babbit's kyar'ns on, kaze de way dat 
Brer Babbit 'ceive Brer Fox done got ter be de talk er 
de nabeAood. Den Brer Fox en Brer Wolf dey 
sorter palavered on, dey did, twel bimeby Brer Wolf 
he ap'n say dat he done got plan fix fer ter trap Brer 
Rabbit Den Brer Fox say how. Den Brer Wolf 
ap'n tell 'im dat de way fer ter git de drap on Brer 
RabUt wax ter git 'im in Brer Fox house. Brer Fox 
dan know Brer Rabbit nv ole, en he know dat sorter 
game done wo' ter a frazzle, bat Brer Wolf, he talk 
mighty 'swadin'. 

" * How yon gwine git 'im dar ! ' sez Brer Fox, 
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" * Fool 'im dar/ sex Brer Wolf, sezee. 

" * Who gwine do de f oolin' ? ' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 




"*ril do de fooUn',' scz Brer Wolf, sezee, «ef 
jaa'll do de gamin',' sezee. 

" * How you gwine do it ? ' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 
I " * You run 'long home, en git on de bed, en make 
Kke you dead, en don't you say nothin' twel Brer Rab- 
bit come en put his ban's outer you,' sez Brer Wolf, 
sezee, ^ en ef we don't git 'im f er supper, Joe's dead en 
SaFs a widder,' sezee. 
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"^ Brer Fox he stay stilL Den Brer Babbit he tdk 
MlUe louder : 

" * Mighty fmiDy. Brer Fox look like he dead, yit 
he don't do like he dead. Dead fokes hists der behime 
leg en hollers wahoo! w'en a man come ter see nm/ 
%bz Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

"Sho' nuff, Brer Fox lif up his foot en holler 
wahoo ! en Brer Babbit he tear out de house like de 
dogs wuz atter 'im. Brer Wolf mighty Bmart, but 
nex' time you hear f um 'im, honey, he'll be in trouble. 
Tou dee hole yo' brefPn waif 



xn. 

MB. FOX TACKLES OLD MAN TARRYPm. 

^^ Onx day," said Uncle Bemus, sharpening his knife 
on the palm of his hand — ^ one day Brer Fox strike up 
wid Brer Tarrypin right in de middle er de big road« 
^rer Tarrypin done heerd 'im oomin', en he 'low ter 
hiseef dat he'd sorter keep one eye open ; but Brer Fox 
wuz monstus perlite, en he open up de confab, he did, 
like he ain't see Brer Tarrypin sence de las' frediit 

"*Heyo, Brer Tarrypin, whar you bin dia long- 
eome-f^ort ? ' sez Brer Fox, sesee. 

''^Lounjun 'roun', Brer Fox, lounjun 'roan'/ lef 
Brer Tarrypin. 
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" * You don't look sprucy like yon did, Brer Tury- 
pin,' sez Brer Fox, aezee. 

'' ^ Lounjon 'ronn' en soffer'n',' sez Brer Tarrypin, 
sezee* 

^^ Den de talk sorter run on like dis : 

"*Wat aQ yon, Brer Tarrypin? Yo' eye look 
mighty red,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

" * Lor', Brer Fox, yon dnnner Vat tmbble is. You 
ain't bin lounjun 'roan' en sufier'n',' sez Brer Tarrypin, 
sezee. 

"*Bofe eyes red, en yon look like you mighty 
weak, Brer Tarrypin,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 




" * Lor', Brer Fox, yon dnnner Vat tmbble is,' sea 
Brer Tarrypin, sezee. 

"'Wat idl you now, Brer Tarrypin J' sez Brer 
Fox, sezee. 
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'^ ' Tuck a walk de udder day, en man come 'long 
en 80t de fiel' a-fier. Lor', Brer Fox, you dunner w'at 
tmbble i%' sez Brer Tarrjpin, sezee. 

" * How you pt out de fier, Brer Tarrypin t ' ses 
Brer Fox, sezee. 

" * Sot en tuck it, Brer Fox,' eez Brer Tarrypin, 
sezee. ^ Sot en tuck it, en de smoke sif in my eye, en 
de fier scorch my back,' sez Brer Tarrypin, sezee. 

"* Likewise hit bu'n yo' tail off,' sez Brer Fox, 
sezee. 

" ' Oh, no, dar's de tail, Brer Fox,' sez Brer Tarry- 
pin, sezee, en wid dat he oncurl his tail f um under de 
shell, en no sooner did he do dat dan Brer Fox grab it, 
en holler out : 

" * Oh, yes. Brer Tarrypin 1 Oh, yes 1 En so youer 
de man w'at lam me on de head at Miss Meadows's is 
you ? Youer in wid Brer Rabbit, is you i Well, I'm 
gwineter out you.' 

"Brer Tarrypin beg en beg, but 'twan't no use. 
Brer Fox done been fool so much dat he look like he 
'termin' fer ter have Brer Tarrypin haslett. Den Brer 
Tarrypin beg Brer Fox not fer ter drown 'im, but Brer 
Fox ain't makin' no prommus, en den he beg Brer Fox 
fer ter bu'n' 'im, kase he done useter fier, but Brer Fox 
don't say nuthin'. Bimeby Brer Fox drag Brer Tarry- 
pin off little ways b'low de spring-'ouse, en souze 'im 
under de water. Den Brer Tarrypin begin fer ter 
. holler : 
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" * Tu'n looee dat stomp root en ketch holt er me— 
ta'n loose dat stump root en ketch holt er me.' 
" Brer Fox he holler back : 




" * I ain't got holt er no stump root, en I is got holt 
er you.' 
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'' Brer Tarrypin he keep on holler'n : 

"* Ketch holt er me — Pm a drownin' — Pm a 
drownin' — tu^n looee de stump root en ketch holt er 
me.* 

'^Sho mdty Brer Fox tu'n loose de tail, en Brer 
Tarrypin, he went down ter de bottom — kerblunkity- 
bUnk!" 

Ko tjpographical combination or description could 
do justice to the guttural sonorousness — the peculiar 
intonation — which Uncle Remus imparted to this com- 
bination. It was so peculiar, indeed, that the little boj 
asked: 

'^ flow did he go to the bottom, Unde Remus ? " 

"Kerblunkity-bUnk!" 

" Was he drowned, Uncle Remus ? " 

"Who? Ole man Tarrypin I Is you drowndid 
Ven yo' ma tucks you in de bed ! " 

" Well, no," replied the little boy, dubiously. 

" Ole man Tarrypin wuz at home I tell you, honey. 
Kerblinkity-blunkl" 



xm. 
TRE AWFUL FATE OF MR. WOLF. 

Unolb Remus was half -soling one of his shoes, and 
his Miss Sally's little boy had been handling his awls, 
his hammers, and his knives to such an extent that the 
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old man was compelled to assmne a threatening atti- 
tude; bat peace reigned again, and the little boy 
perched himself on a chair, watching Uncle Eemus 
driving in pegs. 

" Folks w'at's allers pesterin' people, en bodderin' 
'longer dat w'at ain't dem, don't never come ter no 
good eend. Dar wnz Brer Wolf ; stidder mindin' nn 
his own bizness, he hatter take en go in pardnerships 
wid Brer Fox, en dey want skacelj a minnit in de day 
dat he want atter Brer Babbit, en he kep' on en kep' 
on twel f us' news you knowed he got kotch up wid — 
•n he got kotch up wid monstus bad." 

" Goodness, Uncle Remus ! I thought the Wolf let 
the Babbit alone, after he tried to fool him about the 
Fox being dead." 

"Better lemme tell dish yer my way. Bimeby 
hif 11 be yo' bed time, en Miss Sally'U be a hoUerin' 
atter you, en you'll be a whimplin' roun', en den Mars 
John'll fetch up de re'r wid dat ar strop w'at I made 
fer 'im." 

The child laughed, and playfully shook his fist in 
the simple, serious face of the venerable old darkey, 
but said no more. Uncle Bemus waited awhile to be 
tore there was to be no other demonstration, and then 
proceeded: 

"Brer Babbit ain't see no peace Vatsumever. 
He can't leave home 'cep' Brer Wolf 'ud make a raid 
tt tote ofE some er de fambly. Brer Babbit b'ilt 'im a 



Digitized by 



Google 



64 



LEGENDS OF TH» OLD PLANTATION. 



straw houfie, en hit wnz tored down ; den he made a 
house oaten pine-tope| en dat went de same Yrnj ; den 




jU.^M\:^^._ 





he made 'im a bark house, en dat wuz raided on, en 
eve'y time he los' a bouse he los' one er his chilluns. 
Las' Brer Rabbit got nuul, he did, en oust, en den he 
went off, he did, en got some kyarpinters, en dey b'ilt 
'im a plank Iionse wid rock foundashuns. Atter dai 
he could have some peace en quietness. He could go 
out en pass de time er day wid his neighbors, en come 
back en set by de fier, en smoke his pipe, en read de 
newspapers same like enny man w'at got a fambly. 
He made a hole, he did, in de cellar whar de little 
Babbits could hide out w'en dar wuz much uv a racket 
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in de neighborhood, en de latch er de front do' kotoh on 
de inside. Brer Wolf, he see how de Ian' lay, he did, 
en he lay low. De little Babbits was mighty skittish, 
but hit got so dat cole chills ain't rnn np Brer Babbit's 
back no mo' w'en he heerd Brer Wolf go gallopin' by. 

" Bimeby, one day w'en Brer Babbit wuz fixin' fer 
ter call on Miss Coon, he heerd a monstus f ass en clat- 
ter np de big road, en 'mos' 'fo' he could fix his years 
fer ter lissen, Brer Wolf run in de do'. De little Bab- 
bits dey, went inter dere hole in de cellar, dey did, like 
blowin' out a cannle. Brer Wolf wuz far'ly kivrer'd 
wid mud, en mighty nigh outer win'. 

"*0h, do pray save me, Brer Babbit!' sez Brer 
Wolf, sezee. 'Do please. Brer Babbit! de dogs is 
atter me, en dey'll far me up. Don't you year um 
comin' ? Oh, do please save me, Brer Babbit ! Hide 
me some'rs whar de dogs won't git me.' 

" No quicker sed dan done. 

" * Jump in dat big chist dar. Brer Wolf,' sez Brer 
Babbit, sezee ; ' jump in dar en make yo'se'f at home.' 

" In jump Brer Wolf, down come the led, en inter 
de hasp went de hook, en dar Mr. Wolf wuz. Den 
Brer Babbit went ter de lookin'-gla«;8, he did, en wink 
at hisse'f, en den he draw'd de rockin '-cheer in front er 
de fier, he did, en tuck a big chaw terbarker." 

" Tobacco, Uncle Bemus I " asked the little boy, in- 
credulously. 

" Babbit terbarker, honey. You know dis yer life 
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ey'lastin' w'at Mifis Sally puts 'mong de cloze in de 
trunk ; well, dat's rabbit terbarker. Den Brer Babbit 
sot dar long time, he did, tumin' his mine over en 
wukken his thinkin' masheen. 
Bimeby he got up, eu sor* 
ter stir 'roun\ Den 
Brer Wolf oi>«*n up 

" ^ Is de Jugs 
all gone, Brer 
Eabbitf 




" * Seem like I hear one un um smellin' ronn* de 
chimbly-comder des now.' 

" Den Brer Rabbit git de kittle en fill it full er 
water, en put it on de fier. 

" ' Wat you doin' now. Brer Eabbit ? ' 

"Tm fixin' fer ter make you a nice cup er tea, 
Brer Wolf.' 

^^ Den Brer Babbit went ter de cubberd en git do 
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gimlet, en commence for ter bo' little holes in de chist- 
led. 

" • Wat you doin' now, Brer Kabbit ? ' 

«a'm a bo'in' 
little holes so yon 
kin get bref, Brer 
Wolf.' 

" Den Brer Eab- 
bit went out en git 
some mo' wood, en 
fling it on de fier. 

" ' Wat you doin' 
now, Brer Babbit ?' 

" * I'm a chunkin' up de fier so you won't git cole. 
Brer Wolf.' 

"Den Brer Babbit went down inter de cellar en 
fotch out all his chilluns. 

" ' Wat you doin' now, Brer Kabbit ? ' 

" * I'm a tellin' my chilluns w'at a nice man you is, 
Brer Wolf.' 

" En de chilluns, dey had ter put der ban's on der 
moufs fer ter keep fum laffin'. Den Brer Babbit he 
got de kittle en commenced fer to po' de hot water on 
de ohist-lid. 

" ' W'at dat I hear. Brer Babbit ? ' 

" * You hear de win' a bio win'. Brer Wolt' 

" Den de water begin fer ter sif thoo. 

" * Wat dat I feel. Brer Babbit f ' 
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" ' You feela de fleta a bitin', Brer Wolf.* 
" * Dey er bitin' mighty hard, Brer Rabbit' 
** * Tu'n over on de udder side, Brer Woll' 
'' * Wat dat I feel now. Brer Babbit T 
** ' Still you feels de fleas, Brer Wolf.' 
^< ^ Dey er eatin' me up, Brer Babbit,^ en dem wux 
de las' words er Brer Wolf, kase de scaldin' water done 
de bizness. 

^^ Den Brer Babbit call in his neighbors, he did, en 
dey hilt a reg'lar juberlee ; en ef you go ter Brer Bab> 
bif s house right now, I dunno but w'at you'll fine Brer 
Wolfs hide hangin' in de back-po'ch, en all bekaze he 
wuz BO bizzy wid udder f o'kses doin's." 



XIV. 
MIL FOX AND THE DECEITFUL FROGS. 

When the little boy ran in to see Uncle Bemus the 
night after he had told him of the awful fate of Brer 
Wolf, the only response to his greeting was : 

" I-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker 1 " 

No explanation could convey an adequate idea of 
the intonation and pronunciation which Uncle Bemus 
brought to bear upon this wonderful word. Those who 
can recall to mind the peculiar gurgling, jerking, liquid 
sound made by pouring water from a large jug, or thf 
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Bonnd prodnoed by throwing several stones in rapid 
snccesflion into a pond of deep water, may be able to 
form a very faint idea of the sound, but it can not be 
reproduced in print The little boy was astonished. 

" What did you say, Uncle Eemus f " 

^^ I-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker ! I-doom-er>ker-kum- 
mer-ker 1 '* 

"Whatisthat?'^ 

" Dafs Tarrypin ' talk, dat is. Bless yo' soul, honey,'' 
continued the old man, brightening up, ^^ Ven you git 
ole ez me— w'en you see w'at I sees, en year Vat I 
years— de creeturs dat you can't talk wid '11 be mighty 
akase— dey will dat. Wy, ders er old gray rat w'at 
uses 'bout yer, en time atter time he comes out w'en 
you all done gone ter bed en sets up dar in de comder 
en dozes, en me en him talks by de 'our ; en w'at dat 
old rat dunno ain't down in de spellin' book. Des now, 
Ven you run in and broke me up, I wuz fetchin' inter 
my mine w'at Brer Tarrypin say ter Brer Fox w'en he 
turn 'im loose in de branch." 

" What did he say, Uncle Eemus ? " 

"Dat w'at he said — I-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker t 
Brer Tarrypin wuz at de bottom er de pon', en he talk 
back, he did, in bubbles — I-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker I 
Brer Fox, he ain't sayin' nuthin', but Brer Bull-Frog, 
•ettin' on de bank, he hear Brer Tarrypin, he did, en 
he holler back : 

** * Jug-er-rum-kum-dum I Jug-er-rum-kum-dum I * 
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" Den n*er Frog holler out : 
« < Knee-deep I Knee-deep I ' 



"Den ole Brer Bnll>Frog, be 
holler back : 

"' Don't -you-ber-lieye-'im I 
Don't-yon-berlieve-'im 1 ' 
» ^ " Den de bubbles come 

"V'^/> up fum Brer Tarrypin : 



" * I-doom-er-ker-kum-mcr-kep I * 

" Den n'er Frog ring out : 

***WadeinI Wadein!^ 

** Den ole Brer Bull-Frog talk thoo his ho'seness : 

" * Dar-you'U-fine-yo'-brudder I Dar-you'U-fine-yo^- 
brudder ! ' 

" Sho nuff, Brer Fox look over de bank, he did, en 
dap wuz n'er Fox lookin' at 'im outer de water. Den 
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he retch oat fer ter shake han's, en in he went^ heels 
over head, en Brer Tarrypin bubble ont : 
" * I-doom-er-ker-kum-mer-ker 1 ' '* 







" Was the Fox drowned, Uncle Eemns ? " asked the 
little boy. 

" He wem't zackly drowndid, honey," replied the 
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dead long time. He dead, bnt he mighty fat He 
de fattes' rabbit w'at I ever see, bnt he bin dead too 
long. I f eard ter take 'im home,' sezee. 

^'Brer Rabbit ain't aayin' nnthin'. Brer Fox, he 
sorter lick his chops, bat he went on en lef Brer 
Rabbit layin' in de road. Drecklj he wuz enter sight, 
Brer Rabbit, he jump up, he did, en run ronn' thoo de 



woods en git bef o 
Fox, he come np, 
periendj cole en 



Brer Fox agin. Brer 
en dar lay Brer Rabbit, 
stiff. Brer Fox, he look 
at Brer Rabbit, en 
he sorter study. At- 




.-:^ 



ter while he onslung 

his game-bag, en say 

ter hisse'f , sezee : 

** * Deze yer rabbits gwine ter was'e. I'll des 'bout 

leave my game yer, en I'll go back'n git dat udder 

rabbit, en I'll make fokes b'leeve dat I'm ole man 

Hunter f um Huntsrille,' sezee. 
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^^En wid dat he drapt his game en loped back 
np de road atter de udder rabbit, en Ven he got outer 
sight, ole Brer Babbit, he snatch np Brer Fox game 
en put out fer home. Kex' time he see Brer Fox, he 
holler out : 

" * What you kill de udder day, Brer Fox?' sezee. 

^^ Den Brer Fox, he sorter koam his flank wid his 
tongue, en holler back : 

^' ' I kotch a han'ful er hard sense, Brer Babbit,^ 
sezee. 

<< Den ole Brer Eabbit, he laff, he did, en up en 
'spon', sezee : 

" * Ef rd a know'd you wuz atter dat, Brer Fox, 
I'd a loant you some er mine,' sezee." 



XVI. 
OLD MB, RABBIT, HE'S A GOOD FISHERMAN. 

^' BsER RABsrr en Brer Fox wuz like some chilluns 
w'at I knows un," said Uncle Bemus, regarding the 
little boy, who had come to hear another story, with an 
affectation of great solemnity. ^^Bofe un um wuz 
allers atter wunner nudder, a prankin' en a pester'n 
'roun', but Brer Babbit did had some peace, kaze Brer 
Fox done got skittish 'bout puttin' de clamps on Brer 
Babbit 
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" One daj, w'en Brer Babbit, en Brer Fox, en Brer 
Coon, en Brer B*ar, en a whole lot nn nm wuz clearln* 
np a new groan' fer ter plant a roas'n'year patch, de 
Bun 'gun ter git sorter hot, en Brer Babbit he got 
tired ; but he didn't let on, kaze he 'fear'd de balance 
an om'd call 'im lazj, en he keep on totin' off trash en 
pilin' ap bresh, twel bimebj he holler oat dat ho 
gotter brier in his han', en den 
J^ he take'n slip off, en hunt fer 

cool place fer 







ter res'. Atter vr'ile 
he come 'crosst a 
well wid a 
backet hang- 
in' in it. 

"*Dat look 
cool,' sez Brer 
Babbit, sezee, 

^ en cool I speck she is. I'll des 'boat git in dar en 
take a nap,' en wid dat in he jump, he did, en he ain't 
no sooner fix hisse'f dan de bucket 'gun ter go down." 

"Wasn't the Babbit scared, Uncle Bemosf " asked 
the little boy. 
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" Honey, dey ain't been no wnsser akeer'd beas' 
sence de worril begin dan dish yer same Brer Rabbit 
He f a'riy bad a ager. He know whar he cum f am, but 
he dnnner whar he gwine. Drecklj he feel de bucket 
hit de water, en dar she sot^ but Brer Babbit he keep 
mighty still, kaze he dunner w'at minnit gwineter be 
de nex'. He des lay dar en shuck en shiver. 

" Brer Fox allers got one eye on Brer Babbit, en 
Ven he slip off fum de new groun'. Brer Fox he sneak 
atter 'im. He know Brer Babbit wuz atter some 
projick er nudder, en he tuck'n crope off, he did, en 
watch 'im. Brer Fox see Brer Babbit come to de well 
en stop, en den he see 'im jump in de bucket, en 
den, lo en beholes, he see 'im go down outer sight. 
Brer Fox wuz de mos' 'stonish Fox dat you ever laid 
eyes on. He sot off dar in de bushes en study en 
study, but he don't make no head ner tails ter dis 
kinder bizness. Den he say ter hisse'f, sezee : 

" * Well, ef dis don't bang my times,' sezee, ' den 
Joe's dead en Sal's a widder. Right down dar in dat 
well Brer Rabbit keep his money hid, en ef 'tain't dat 
den he done gone en 'skiver'd a gole-mine, en ef 
'tain't dat, den I'm a gwineter see w'at's in dar,* 
sezee. 

" Brer Fox crope up little nigher, he did, en lissen, 
but he don't year no fuss, en he keep on gittin' nigher, 
en yit he don't year nuthin'. Bimeby he git up close 
en peep down, but he don't see nuthin' en he don't 
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year nuthin'. All dis time Brer Rabbit miglity nigh 
akeerM osten kis akia, em, he fear'd fer ter move hum 
de booket might keel over en qpill him out in de 
water. Wile he sayin' his praVs over like a train er 
kyars mnnin', ole Brer Fox holler out : 

'"'Heyo^ Brer EabMt! Who yoa wiasitin' doim 
dart' sezee. 

"*Whof Met Oh, I*m des a fishin', Brer Fox,' 
■ei Brer Rabbit, aezee. ^ I des say ter myaef dat Td 
•orter sprize yon all wid a mess er fishes fer dinner, 
en so here I is, en dar's de fishes. I'm a fishin' fer 
suckers, Brer Fox,' sec Brer Rabbit, seaee. 

" * Is dey many nn nm down dar. Brer Rabbit t ' 
sec Brer Fox, sezee. 

^' ' Lots nn nm, Brer Fox ; scoze en scoze nn nm. 
De water is natally live wid nm. Come down en 
he'p me hanl nm in, Brer Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, 
sezee. 

" * How I gwineter git down, Brer Rabbit t' 

«*Jnmp inter de bucket. Brer Fox. Hit'll fetch 
yon down all safe en sonn'.' 

'^ Brer Rabbit talk so happy en talk so sweet dit 
Bri^r I he jump in de bncket, he did, en, ez he 
\v. . AU, co'se his weight pull Brer Rabbit up. 

yr^m dey pass one nndder on de half-way gronn'. 
Brer Rabbit he ^ng oiK -. 

••* Qood-by, Brer Fox, take keer yo' doi^ 
Far di»4s ds ivay ds worril goes ; 
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Some goes up en some goes down, 

Toull git ter de bottom all safe en soun'.' * 

" yPen Brer Eabbit got out, he gallop oflE en tole 
de fokes w'at de well b'long ter dat Brer Fox wnz 
down in dar mnd- 
djin' up de drinkm' 
water, en den be 
gallop back ter de 
well, en holler down 
tor Brer Fox : 

" * Ybt come a man wid a 

great big gun- 
Wen he haul you up, you 

jump en ron.' " 

" What then, Un- 
cle Eemns?" asked 
the little boy, as the 
old man paused. 

" In des 'bout 
half n'our, honey, 
bofe un um wuz 
back in de new 
groun' wukkin des like dey never heer'd er no well, 
ceppin' dat eve'y now'n den Brer Rabbit'd bust out in 
er laflE, en ole Brer Fox, he'd git a spell er de dry grins." 

* As a Northern friend suggests that this story may be some- 
what obscure, it may be as well to state that the well is supposed to 
De supplied with a rope over a wheel, or pulley, with a bucket at 
«ach end. 
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ZYIL 
MR. RABBIT NIBBLES UP TEE BUTTER. 

"Dk an i mils en de creeturs," said Uncle Bemns, 
shaking his coffee around in the bottom of his tin-cup, 
in order to gather up all the sugar, " dey kep' on git- 
tin' mo' en mo' familious wid wunner nudder, twel 
bimeby, 'twan't long 'fo' Brer Rabbit, en Brer Fox, 
en Brer Possum got ter sorter bunchin' der perwishuns 
tergedder in de same shanty. Atter w'ile de roof 
sorter 'gun ter leak, en one day Brer Rabbit, en Brer 
Fox, en Brer Possum, 'semble fer ter see ef dey can't 
kinder patch her up. Dey had a big day's work in 
front un um, en dey fetch der dinner wid um. Dey 
lump de vittles up in one pile, en de butter w'at Brer 
Fox brung, dey goes en puts in de spring-'ouse fer ter 
keep cool, en den dey went ter wuk, en 'twan't long 
'fo' Brer Rabbit stummuck 'gun ter sorter growl en 
pester 'im. Dat butter er Brer Fox sot heavy on his 
mine, en his mouf water eve'y time he 'member 'bout 
it Present'y he say ter hisse'f dat he bleedzd ter have 
a nip at dat butter, en den he lay his plans, he did. 
Fus' news you know, w'ile dey wuz all wukkin' 'long. 
Brer Rabbit raise his head quick en fling his years 
f orrerd en holler out : 

" * Here I is. Wat you want vrid me t * en off 
he put like sump'n wu2 atter 'im. 
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" He sallied 'ronn', ole Brer Rabbit did, en atter 
he make eho dat nobody ain't foUer'n un 'im, inter de 
epring-'ouse he bounces, 
en dar he stays twel he 
git a bait er butter. Den 
he santer on back en go 
to wuk. 

<**Whar you bin?' 
sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

" ^ I hear my chilluns 
callin' me,' sez Brer Rab- 
bit, sezee, ^ en I hatter 
go see w'at dey want. 
My ole 'oman done gone 
en tuck mighty sick,' -^^^iifi 
sezee. 

" Dey wuk on twel 
bimeby de butter tas'e so good dat ole Brer Rabbit 
want some mo'. Den he raise up his head, he did, en 
holler out : 

" * Heyo 1 Hole on 1 I'm a comin' ! ' en off he put. 

" Dis time he stay right smart w'ile, en w'en he git 
back Brer Fox ax him whar he bin. 

" * I been ter see my ole 'oman, en she's a sinkin',* 
sezee. 

" Dreckly Brer Rabbit hear um callin' 'im ag'in en 
off he goes, en dis time, bless yo' soul, he gits de butter 
out so clean dat he kin see hisse'f in de bottom er de 
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bucket He scrape it dean on lick it dry, en den he 
go bftck ter wok lookin' mo' earner dan a nigger w'at 
de patter-rollers bin had holt nn. 

" * How's yo' ole 'oman dis time ? ' sex Brer Fox, 



" * I'm oblije ter you. Brer Fox,' eez Brer Rabbit, 
secee, ' but I'm fear'd she's done gone by now,' en dat 
sorter make Brer Fox en Brer Possum feel in moanin' 
wid Brer Rabbit 

" Bimeby, w'en dinner-time come, dey all got out 
der vittles, but Brer Rabbit keep on lookin' lonesome, 
en Brer Fox en Brer Possum dey sorter rustle roun' 
fer ter see ef dey can't make Brer Rabbit feel sorter 
splimmy." 

'' What is that, Uncle Remus ? " asked the little 
boy. 

" Sorter splimmy-splammy, honey — sorter like he 
in a crowd — sorter like his ole 'oman ain't dead ez she 
mout be. You know how fokes duz w'en dey gits 
whar people's a moanin'." 

The little boy didn't know, fortunately for him, 
and Uncle Remus went on : 

" Brer Fox en Brer Possum rustle roun', dey did, 
gitdn out de vittles, en bimeby Brer Fox, he say, 
sezee: 

" * Brer Possum, you run down ter de spring en 
fetch de butter, en I'll sail 'roun' yer en set de table,' 
sezee. 
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"Brer Possum, 1m lope off atter de butter, en 
dreekly here he come lopin' back wid his jears a 
trimbUn' en hia tongoe a hangin' out Brer Fox, he 
holler out : 

" * Wat de matter now. Brer Possnm t ' sezee. 

" * You all better run yer, f okes,' sez Brer Possum, 
sezee. ^ De las' drap er dat butter done gone I ' 

<^ ^ Whar she gone ? ' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

'^ ' Look like she dry up,' sez Brer Possum, sezee. 

^< Den Brer Babbit, he look scnrter solium, he did, 
en he up'u say, sezee. 

^^^I speck dat butter melt in somebody mouf,' 



^ Den dey went down ter de spring wid Brer Pos- 
sum, en sho nuff de butter done gone. Wiles dey 
wuz sputin' over der wunderment, Brer Rabbit say he 
see tracks all 'roun' dar, en he p'int out dat ef dey'U 
all go ter sleep, he kin ketch de chap w'at stole de 
butter. Den dey all lie down en Brer Fox en Brer 
Possum dey soon drapt off ter sleep, but Brer Babbit 
he stay 'wake, en w'en de time come he raise up easy 
en smear Brer Possum mouf wid de butter on his 
paws, en den he run off en nibble up de bes' er de 
dinner w'at dey lef layin' out, en den he come back 
en wake up Brer Fox, en show 'im de butter on Brer 
Possum mouf. Den dey wake up Brer Possum, en 
ieH 'im 'bout it, but c'ose Brer Possum 'ny it ter de 
lai^. Brer Fox, dough, he's a kinder lawyer, en he 
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mig^j dis waj^-dat Brer Potfum wnx de fas one tt 

de batter, en de fuj one fer ter miss it, en mo*n dat, 

dar hftng de dgns on his moof. Brer Pee- 

«mi we dat dej 







f X t^^, 



in • c-umuer, tax 

if^^ ^^ ^ den he up en say 

^ "^ ^ '^ dat de wav fer ter 



V^ 



ketch de man Vat 
•tole de butter is ter b'il' a big bresli-heap en set her 
afier, en all ban's trr ter jump over, en de one Vat 
fall in, den he de chap w'at stole de bntter. Brer 
Babbit en Brer Fox dey bofe *gree, der did, en dey 
whirl in en b'il' de bresh-heap, en dey b'il' her high en 
dey b'il' her wide, en den dey totch her oil. Wen she 
got ter blazin' up good. Brer Rabbit, he tnck de fue 
tnm. He sorter step back, en look 'ronn' en giggle, 
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en over he went mo' samer dan a bird fijin'. Den 
come Brer Fox. He got back little fudder, en spit 
on hiB ban's, en lit out en made de jump, en he come 

so nigh gittin' in dat 



;%^~ 



>,^' 



S. 



de een' er his tail 



J:^ kotch afier. Ain't you 







.r^'.:^ 



never see no fox, 

honey?" inquired ^^''^'-p^'^ \'. '^^^^ 

Uncle Remus, in ^^'^ 

a tone that implied both conciliation and information. 

The little boy thought probably he had, but he 
wouldn't commit himself. 

"Well, den," continued the old man, "nex' time 
you see one un um, you look right close en see ef de 
een' er his tail ain't w'ite. Hit's des like I tell you. 
Dey b'ars de skyar er dat bresh-heap down ter dis day, 
Dey er marked — dat's w'at dey is — dey er marked." 
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'^And what about Brothmr Possum t" asked tte 
litdeboy. 

^ Ole Brer Possum, be tuck a nmnin' start, be did^ 
ea be oome Imnberin' 'long, en he lit — ^kerblam I — 
right in de middle er de fier, en dat wax de las' er ole 
Brer Possum." 

^^ But, Uncle Bemus, Brother Possum didnt steal 
the butter after all," said the little boj, who was not at 
all satisfied with such summary injustice. 

^ Dat w^ make I say w'at I dnz, honey. In die 
worril, lots er f okes is gotter suffer fer udder fokea 
sins. Look like hit's mighty onwrong ; but bi^s dee 
dat awaj. Tribbalashun seem like she's a waitiii' 
roun' de comder fer tra* ketch one en aU un us, 
booey*" 



XVill. 
ME. RABBIT FINDS SIS MATCH AT LAST. 

^ Hrr look like ter me dat I let on de udder night 
dat in dem days w'en de creeturs wuz santer'n 'roun' 
same like fokes, none un um wuz brash nuff fer ter 
ketch up wid Brer Babbit," remarked Uncle Remus, 
reflectively. 

"Yes,^ replied the little boy, "that's what you 

SHd.'' 

^ Well, den," continued the old man with unction, 
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^ dar'e whar my 'membnnce gin ont, kaze Brer Babbit 
did git kotched up wid, en hit cool 'im off like po'in' 
spring water on one er deze yer biggity fices." 

''How was that, Uncle Remus!" asked the litOe 
boy. 

"One day w'en Brer Babbit wuz gwine lippity- 
elrppitin' down de road, he meet up wid ole Brer 
Tarrypin, en atter dey pass de time er day wid wanner 
nudder, Brer Babbit, he 'low dat he wu2 much 'bUje 
ter Brer Tarrypin f er de han' he tuci in de rumpus 
dat day down at Miss Meadows's." 

''When he dropped off of the water-shelf on the 
Fox's head," suggested the little boy. 

" Dat's de same time, honey. Den Bref Tarrypin 
low dat Brer Fox run mighty fas' dat day, 
but dat ef he'd er bin atter 'im stidder 
Brer Babbit, he'd er kotch 'im. Brer 
Rabbit say he could er kotch 'im hisse'f 
but he didn't 
keer'bout leav- 
in' de ladies. 
Dey keep on 
talkin', dey did, 
twel bimeby 
dey gotter 'spu- 
tin' 'bout w'ich ^ '^ 

wuz de swif ee'. Brer Babbit, he say he kin outran 
Brer Tarrypin, en Brer Tarrypin, be des vow dat ha 
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<J. .AT • .. Iz. i-i clliik cr le L.:-:1t ti inie, en dat 
V-.- i.-* : le *L'- .i*: 1* c -li lic-u Lrer Eabbii in 
* ii> r*.>r. h^z. Lnrr II- 1: sij Le ^-t • tftr-^iol. 
hr \... v*!.: ttT «iii Le k^L Vatc Brer Tirrrjin fio for 
beLI.v.^, 'I*: he ci/ul-i i..w l^.t-j ex Le wei;i "ong en 
t-t 'ui Ve rlf^ nu5 fer ter c:;; bj de tiaie Brer T»r- 
fypla jrifii -iit war. 

*• E:.: V ;* ^w dej cuke de lnJt en put cp de money, 
en ole Brer Takkj BuzzatJ, Le irax summonxd fer 
ter be d*: ^^i^^^ en de stsikeLolier; ea 'twaa't long 'fo' 
all de 'ra-'-z'-rner.ti wuz maiie. De rhre wuz a fiTe-niile 
beat, en de groan' wiu medjad o5, en at de een' er 
er'er mile a po*' wnz stock up. Brer Rabbit wux ter 
run down de big ruad, en Brer Tarrypia, he aay he'd 
galiap thoo de woods. Fokes tole *im he could git 
long faiiter in de road, but ole Brer Tarrypin, he know 
w'at Le duin\ Miss Meadows en de gals en moe' all de 
naU^r- got win' er de fun, en w'en de day wnz sot dey 
'tcrriiin' fer ter be on ban'. Brer Rabbit he train hia- 
•e'f ey'ey day, en he skip over de groun' des ez gayly ea 
a June cricket Ole Brer Tarrypin, he lay low in do 
•wanrip. He had a wife en th'ee chilluns, ole Brer 
Tarrypin did, en dey wuz all de ve'y spit en image er de 
ole man. Ennybody w'at know one f um de udder gottep 
take a sj^y-glass, en den dey er li'ble fer ter git fooled 

^ Dat's de way marters stan' twel de day er da 
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race, en on dat day, ole Brer Tarrypin, en his olo 
'oman, en his th'ee chilluns, dey got np 'fo' san-up, en 
went ter de place. De ole 'oman, she tuck 'er stan' 
nigh de fas' mile-pos', she did, en de chilluns nigh de 
udders, up ter de las', en dar old Brer Tarrypin, he 
tuck his Stan'. Bimeby, here come de fokes : Jedge 
Buzzard, he come, en Mss Meadows en de gals, dey 
come, en den yer come Brer Rabbit wid ribbins tied 
'roun' his neck en streamin' f um his years. De fokes 
all went ter de udder een' er de track fer ter see how 
dey come out. Wen de time come Jedge Buzzard 
strut 'roun' en pull out his watch, en holler out : 

" ' Gents, is you ready ? ' 

" Brer Rabbit, he eay ' yee,' en ole Miss 
Tarrypin holler ' go ' f um de aidge er de 
woods. Brer Rabbit, be lit out on de 
race, en ole Mies Tarrypin, she put out 
for home. Jedge 
Buzzard, he riz r^ ^' 'V'^ ^ 

en skimmed 
'long fer ter 
see dat de race 
wuz runned 
fa'r. Wen Brer 
Rabbit got ter 
de fus mile-pos' wunner de Tarrypin chilluns crawl out 
de woods, he did, en make fer de place. Brer Rabbity 
he holler out : 

6 
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" * Whar is you, Brer Tairypin ? ' 

'^ ' Yer I come a bulginV boz de Tairypin, sesee. 

^Brer Babbit so glad he's ahead dat he put out 
harder dan ever, en de Tarrypin, he make fer home. 
Wen he come ter de nex' pes', nodder Tarrypin crawl 
oot er de woods. 

" ' Whar is you, Brer Tarrypin ? ' sez Brer Rabbit, 



" * Yer I come a bilin',' se* ^ Tarrypin, sezee. 

'^ Brer Babbit, he lit out, he did, en come ter nex* 
pos', en dar wuz de Tarrypin. Den he come ter nex', 
en dar wuz de Tarrypin. Den he 
had one mo* mile fer ter ran, en 
he feel like he gittlu' Iteh 
lust. Bimeby, ole Brer 
Tarrypin look 
way off down 
de road en he 
see Jedge Buz*> 
zard sailin' 
'long en he 
know hit's time • 
fer 'im fer ter 
be up. So he 

scramble outen de woods, en roll 'cross de ditch, mi 
diuffle thoo de crowd er folks en git ter de mile- 
pos^ en crawl b^me it Bimeby, fus' news you 
know, ver come Brer Babbit He look 'ronn' eoi 
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be don't see Brer Tarrypuiy en den he squall 
out: 

^^' Gimme de money^ Brer Buzzard I Gimme do 
money 1 ' 

<< Den Miss Meadows en de ga]% dey holler and laff 
fit ter kill deyse'f , en ole Brer Tarrypin, he raise «p 
fum behime de pos' en sez, seaee : 

^^^£f you'll gimme time fer ter ketch my breff, 
gents en ladies, one ^a all, I speck I'll finger dat 
money myse'f,' sezee, en she nufi) Brer Tarrypin tie 
de pu's 'roun' his neck ea skaddle * off home." 

^^ But) Uncle Bemus," said the little boy, dolefully, 
^' tiiat was cheating." 

" Co'se, honey. De creeturs 'gun ter cheat, en 
den f<^es tuck it up, en hit keep on «preadin'. Hit 
mighty ketchin', en you mine yo' eye, honey, dat some- 
body don't cheat you 'f o' yo' ha'r git gray eK de de 
nigger's." 

* It may be interesting to note here that in all probability the 
word ''skedaddle," about which there was some controTersy during 
the war, oame from the Virginia negro's use of ** skaddle," whioh is 
a corruption of ** scatter." The matter, howevei^ is hardly woiih 
Tffteringto. 
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THE FATE OF MR. JACK SPARROW. 

" You'll tromple on dat bark twel hit won't be 
fitten fer ter fling 'way, let 'lone make hoss^ollara 
out'n," said Uncle Remus, as the little boy came run- 
ning into his cabin out of the rain. All over the floor 
long strips of ^' wahoo " bark were spread, and these 
the old man was weaving into horse-collars. 

" I'll sit down, Uncle Remus," said the little boy. 

" Well, den, you better, honey," responded the old 
man, " kaze I 'spizes fer tcr have my wahoo trompled on. 
Ef 'twuz shucks, now, hit mout be diffunt, but Fm a 
gittin' too ole fer ter be projickin' longer shuck collars." 

For a few minutes the old man went on with his 
work, but with a solemn air altogether unusual. Once 
or twice he sighed deeply, and the sighs ended in a 
prolonged groan, that seemed to the little boy to be 
the result of the most unspeakable mental agony. He 
knew by experience that he had done something which 
failed to meet the approval of Uncle Remus, and he 
tried to remember what it was, so as to frame an ex- 
cut^*i ; but his memory failed him. He could think of 
nothing he had done calculated to stir Uncle Remus's 
grief. He was not exactly seized with remorse, but he 
wia very uneasy. Presently Uncle Remus looked at 
him in a sad and hopeless way. and asked : 
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"Wat dat long rigmarole you bin tellin' Miss 
Sally 'bout yo' little brer dis mawnin t " 

"Which, Uncle Remns?" asked the little boy, 
blushing guiltily. 

" Dat des w'at I'm a axin' un you now. I hear 
Kiss Sally say she's a gwineter stripe his jacket, en 
den I knowed you bin tellin' on 'im." 

"Well, Uncle Remus, he was pulling up your 
onions, and then he went and flung a rock at me,'^ 
said the child, plaintively. 

"Lemrae tell you dis," said the old man, laying 
down the section of horse-collar he had been plaiting, 
and looking hard at the little boy — " lenmie tell you 
dis— der ain't no way fer ter make tattlers en tail- 
b'arers turn out good. No, dey ain't. I bin mixin' 
up wid f okes now gwine on eighty year, en I ain't 
seed no tattler come ter no good een'. Dat I ain't 
En ef ole man M'thoozlum wuz livin' clean twel yit, 
he'd up'n tell you de same. Sho ez youer settin' dar. 
You 'member w'at 'come er de bird w'at went tattlin* 
'roun' 'bout Brer Rabbit ? " 

The little boy didn't remember, but he was very 
uixious to know, and he also wanted to know what 
kind of a bird it was that so disgraced itself. 

" Hit wuz wunner dese yer uppity little Jack 
Sparrers, I speck," said the old man ; " dey wuz allers 
bodder'n' longer udder fokes's bizness, en dey keeps at 
it down ter dis day — ^peckin' yer, en pickin' dar, en 
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6<!riit€hiQ' out yander. One 
daj, BiU^T ho bin fool by ule Brer 
Tarry pin. Brer R^ibbit wuz &ettiii' 
duwti in dc woods Ktuddyia' bow 
he wuz gwinutor git even. He feel 
mighty lonc^&otne, m\ he feci mighty 
mad, Brer Rabbit did* Tain't put 
down in dc tak, but I speck be 
ciiBst CD rWd 'roun' consid- 
erbul Leas'waya, he wuz 
eettiu* out dar by bis- 
ee'f, en dar he eot, en - //^, 

Bt udy en i-tinly, twel 
bimcby be juniji up Z^'^^* 
CO holler out : ^f ' ^^ 

** ' Well, dog- 
gone my cats ef 1 can^t 
gallop 'rouu' oie Brer 
Fox, en I'm ^wineter 
do it ni show Mi^ 
Meodowa en de gals dat 
I'm de boea er Brer 
Fox,' »eBee. 

^' Jack Sparrer up 
\ w 
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ia de tree, he hear Brer Babbit, he did, en he sing 
out: 

"*rm gwine tell Brer Fox I I'm gwine tell Brer 
Fox ! Chick-a-biddy-win'-a-blowin'-acuns-fallin' I Pm 
gwine tell Brer Fox ! ' " 

Uncle Bemns accompanied the speech of the bird 
with a peculiar whistling sound in his throat, that was 
a marvelous imitation of a sparrow's chirp, and the 
little boy clapped his hands with delight, and insisted 
on a repetition. 

"Dis kinder tarrify Brer Babbit, en he skasely 
know Vat he gwine do ; but bimeby he study ter 
hisse'f dat de man w'at see Brer Fox fus wuz boun' 
ter have de inturn, en den he go hoppin' off to'rds 
home. He didn't got fur w'en who should he meet 
but Brer Fox, en den Brer Babbit, he open up : 

" * Wat dis twix' you en me. Brer Fox ? ' sez Brer 
Babbit, sezee. ^ I hear tell you gwine ter sen' me ter 
'struckshun, en nab my fambly, en 'stroy my shanty,^ 
sezee. 

^ Den Brer Fox he git mighty mad. 

" * Who bin tellin' you all dis i ' sezee. 

^' Brer Babbit make Uke he didn't want ter tell, but 
Brer Fox he 'sist en 'sist, twel at las' Brer Babbit he 
up en tell Brer Fox dat he hear Jack Sparrer say 
all dis. 

^' ^ Co'se,* sez Brer Babbit, sezee, * w'en Brer Jack 
Sparrer tell me dat I flew up, I did, en I use some 
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kngwidge Vich I'm mighty glad dej wemH no ladies 
'ronn' nowhars so dey could hear me go on,' sezee. 

^' Brer Fox he sorter gap, he did, en say he speck 
lie better be sa'nter'n on. But, bless yo' soul, honey. 
Brer Fox ain't sa'nter fur, 'fo' Jack Sparrer flipp 
down on a 'simmon-bush by de side er de road, en 
holler out : 

" ' Brer Fox ! Oh, Brer Fox !— Brer Fox 1 ' 
*' Brer Fox he des sorter canter 'long, he did, en 
make like he don't hear 'im. Den Jack Sparrer np'n 
fiing out agin : 

"'Brer Fox I Oh, Brer Fox! Hole on. Brer 
Fox! I got some news fer you. Wait Brer Fox! 
Hit'll 'stonish you.' 

" Brer Fox he make like he don't see Jack Sparrer, 

ner needer do he hear 'im, but bimeby he lay down by 

de road, en sorter stretch hisse'f like he fixin' fer ter 

nap. De tattlin' Jack Sparrer 

he flew'd 'long, en keep on 

(X, but Brer Fox, 

sayiii* nutbin'. Den 

little Jack 

Sparrer, he 

hop down on 

de groun' en 

flutter 'roun' 

'mongst de 

trash. ZHa 
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sorter 'track Brer Fox 'tenshnn, en he look at de 
tattlin' bird, en de bird he keep on callin' : 

" * I got sump'n fer ter tell you, Brer Fox.' 

"*Git on my tail, little Jack Sparrer,' sez Brer 
Fox, sezee, * kaze I'm de'f in one year, en I can't hear 
ottf n de udder. Git on my tail,' sezee. 

" Den de little bird he up'n hop on Brer Fox's tail. 

" * Git on my back, little Jack Sparrer, kaze I'm 
de'f in one year en I can't hear out'n de udder.' 

^^ Den de little bird hop on his back. 

^^ ' Hop on my head, little Jack Sparrer, kaze I'm 
de'f in bofe years.' 

" Up hop de little bird. 

" ' Hop on my toof , little Jack Sparrer, kaze I'm 
de'f in one year en I can't hear out'n de udder.' 

" De tattlin' little bird hop on Brer Fox's toof, en 
den—" 

Here Uncle Eemus paused, opened wide his mouth 
and closed it again in a way that told the whole 
story. * 

♦ An Atlanta friend heard this story in Florida, but an alli- 
gator was substituted for the fox, and a little boy for the rabbit 
There is another version in which the impertinent gosling goes to 
tell the fox something her mother has said, and is caught; and 
there may be other yersions. I have adhered to the middle 
Georgia version, which is characteristic enough. It may be well to 
state that there are different versions of all the stories — the shrewd 
narrators of the mythology of the old plantation adapting them- 
selves with ready tact to the years, tastes, and expectations of their 
juvenile audiences. 
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''Did the Fox eat the bird aU— all— upt" asked 
the little boy. 

" Jedge B'ar come 'long nex' day," replied Uncle 
Eemus, *' en he fine some fedders, en fum dat word 
went roun' dat ole man Sqninch Owl done kotch nnd- 
der watzizname.'' 



XX. 

HOW MR. RABBIT SAVED HIS MEAT. 

" One time," said Uncle Eemus, whetting his knife 
slowly and thoughtfully on the palm of his hand, and 
gazing reflectively in the fire — "one time Brer 
Wolf—" 

" Why, Uncle Remus ! " the little boy broke in, 
** I thought you said the Rabbit scalded tlie Wolf to 
death a long time ago." 

The old man was fairly caught and he knew it ; 
but Uiis made Utile difference to him. A frown 
gathierod on his usually perene brow as he turned his 
ga«j upon the child^ — a frown in which both scorn and 
indtgnatloa were Tii^ible. Then all at once he seemed 
to r«gmm control of himself. The frown was chased 
away by a look of Christian resignation. 

*' Dar now I Wat I tell you f " he exclaimed as 

« ^dre^^iDg a witness concealed under the bed. 

AitiH I done tole you so ) Bless grashus ! ef chilluns 

^ttizt* m dey knows mo'n ole fokes, en de/P 
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jpmte longer you en spate longer yon, ceppin der ma 
call nm, w'ich I speck twon't be long 'f o' she will, en 
den I'll set yere by de chimbly-comder en git some 
peace er mine. Wen ole Miss wnz livin'/' continned 
the old man, still addressing some imaginary person, 
^^hit 'nz mo'n enny her chillnns 'nd dast ter do ter 
oome 'spntin' longer me, en Mars John'll tell yon de 
same enny day you ax 'im.'' 

"Well, Uncle Kemns, you know you said the 
Babbit poured hot water on the Wolf and killed him,'^ 
said the little boy. 

The old man pretended not to hear. He was en- 
gaged in searching among some scraps of leather under 
his chair, and kept on talking to the imaginary person. 
Finally, he found and drew forth a nicely plaited 
whip-thong with a red snapper all waxed and knotted. 

" I wuz fixin' up a w'ip fer a little chap," he con- 
tinued, with a sigh, " but, bless grashus 1 'fo' I kin git 
'er done, de little chap done grow'd up twel he know 
mo'n I duz." 

The child's eyes filled with tears and his lips b^an 
to quiver, but he said nothing; whereupon Uncle 
Bemus immediately melted. 

" I 'clar' to goodness," he said, reaching out and 
taking the little boy tenderly by the hand, "ef you 
ain't de ve'y spit en image er ole Miss w'en I brung 
'er de las' news er de war. Hit's des like skeerin' up 
a ghos' w'at you ain't fear'd im." 
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Then there was a panfie, the old man patting the 
little child^B hand caressingly. 

" Yon ain't mad, is yon, honey ? " Uncle Kemna 
asked finally, " kaze ef yon is, I'm g¥dne ont yere en 
bntt my head 'gin de do' jam'." 

Bnt the little boy wasn't mad. Uncle Kemns had 
conquered him and he had conquered Uncle Remus 
in pretty much the same way before. But it was some 
time before Uncle Remus would go on with the story. 
He had to be coaxed. At last, however, he settled 
himself back in the chair and began : 

" Co'se, honey, hit mout er bin ole 
Brer Wolf, er hit mout er bin er n'er 
Brer Wolf ; it mout er bin 'fo' he got 
kotch up vvid, er it mout er bin atter- 
ward^. £z de tale wer gun to me des 
dat away I gin it unter you. One 
time Brer Wolf wuz comin' 'long 
home fum a fishin' frolic. He s'anter 
^loDg de road, he did, wid his string 
er &sh Vross his shoulder, wen fus 
news you know ole 
Miss Pa'tridge, she 
hop outer de bushes 
en flutter 'long right 
at Brer Wolf nose. 
Brer Wolf he say ter 
hisse'f dat ole Miss 
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Pa'tridge tryin' fer ter toll Urn 'way f um her ncs*, en 
wid dat he lay his fish down en put out inter de bnahea 
whar ole Miss Pa'tridge come fnm, en 'bout dat time 
Brer Babbit, he happen 'long. Dar wuz de fishes, en 
dar wuz Brer Babbit, en w'en dat de case w'at you 
speck a sorter innerpen'ent man like Brer Babbit 
gwine do ? I kin tell you dis, dat dem fishes ain't stay 
whar Brer Wolf put um at, en w'en Brer Wolf come 
back dey wuz gone. 

^' Brer W6lf , he sot down en scratch his head, he 
did, en study en study, en den hit sorter rush inter 
his mine dat Brer Babbit bin 'long dar, en den Brer 
Wolf, he put out fer Brer Babbit house, en w'en he 
git dar he hail 'im. Brer Babbit, he dunno nuthin' 
tall 'bout no fishes. Brer Wolf he up'n say he bleedzd 
ter b'leeve Brer Babbit got dem fishes. Brer Babbit 
'ny it up en down, but Brer Wolf stan' to it dat Brer 
Babbit got dem fishes. Brer Babbit, he say dat if 
Brer Wolf b'leeve he got de fishes, den he give Brer 
Wolf lief fer ter kill de bes' cow he got Brer Wolf, 
he tuck Brer Babbit at his word, en go oS ter de 
pastur' en drive up de cattle en kill Brer Babbit bee' 
cow. 

'^ Brer Babbit, he hate mighty bad fer ter lose his 
cow, but he lay his plans, en he tell his chiUuns dat 
he gwineter have dat beef yit. Brer Wolf, he bin 
tuck up by de patter-rollers 'fo' now, en he mighty 
skeerd un um, en fus news you know, yer come Brer 
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Babbit honerin' en tellin' Brer Wolf dat de pattm 
rollers comin'. 

" * You run en hide, Brer Wolf,* sez Brer Rabbit, 
eezee, ^ en Fll stay yer en take keer er de cow twd yon 
gits back,* seeee. 

" Boon's Brer Wolf hear talk er de patter-roUers, 
he scramble off inter de nnderbresh like he bin shot 
ont'n a gun. En he want mo'n gone 'f o' Brer Babbit, 
he whirl in en sknnt de cow en salt de hide down, en 
den he tuck'n cnt up de kyarkiss en stow it 'way in de 
smoke^'ouse, en den he tuck'n stick de een' er de cow- 
tail in de groun'. Atter he gone en done all dis, den 
Brer Babbit he squall out f er Brer Wolf : 

"^Run yer, Brer Wolf! Run yer! To' cow 
gwine in de groun' ! Run yer ! ' 

" Wen ole Brer Wolf got dar, w'ich he come er 
scootin', dar wuz Brer Rabbit hol'in' on ter de cow- 
tail, fer ter keep it fum gwine in de groxm'. Brer 
Wolf, he kotch holt, en dey 'gin a pull er two en up 
come de tail. Den Brer Rabbit, he wink his off eye 
en say, eezee : 

'^ ^ Dar ! de tail done pull out en de cow gone,' 
sezee. 

" But Brer Wolf he wer'n't de man fer ter give it 
up dat away, en he got 'im a spade, en a pick-axe, en a 
shovel, en he dig en dig fer dat cow twel diggin' wux 
pas' all endu'unce, en ole Brer Rabbit he sot up dar in 
his front po'ch en smoke his seegyar. Eve'y time ole 
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Brer Wolf stack de pick-axe in de clay, Brer Babbit, 
he giggle ter his chilluns : 

" * He diggy, diggy, diggy, but no meat dar 1 He 

^SJj ^^SJy ^^SgJi b^^ ^^ ™^* <^^ 1 ' 

^' Kaae all de time de cow wnz layin' pile np in his 
smoke-'onse, en him en his Chilians wnz eatin' fried 
beef en ingans eve'y time dey monf water. 

" Now den, honey, yon take dis yer w'ip," con- 
tinaed the old man, twining the leather thong aronnd 
the little boy's neck, ^' en scamper up ter de big 'onse 
en tell Miss Sally fer ter gin yon some an it de nez* 
time she fine yo' tracks in de sngar-bairL" 



XXI. 
MB. BABBIT MEETS BIS MATCH AGAIN. 

" Debe wnz nadder man dat sorter play it sharp on 
Brer Babbit," said Uncle Bemns, as, by some myste- 
rious process, he twisted a hog's bristle into the end of 
a piece of thread — an operation which the little boy 
watched with great interest "In dem days," con* 
tinned the old man, "de creeturs kyar'd on martert 
same ez f okes. Dey went inter fahmin', en I speck ef 
de troof wuz ter come out, dey kep' sto', en had der 
eamp-meetin' times en der bobbycues Ven de wedder 
wu« 'greeble." 

Uncle Bemns evidently thought that the little boy 
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wouldn't like to hear of any further discomfiture of 
Brer Rabbit, who had come to be a sort of hero, and 
he was not mistaken* 

^'I thought the Terrapin was the only one that 
fooled the Babbit," said the little boy, dismally. 

" Hit's des like I tell you, honey. Dey ain't no 
smart man, 'cep' w'at dey's a smarter. £f ole Bror 
Babbit hadn't er got kotch np wid, de nabers 'ud er 
took 'im for a h'ant, en in dem times dey bu'nt 
witches 'fo' you could squinch yo' eyeballs. Dey did 
dat" 

" Who fooled the Rabbit this time ? " the little boy 
asked. 

When Uncle Remus had the bristle " sot " in the 
thread, he proceeded with the story : 

^^ One time Brer Rabbit en ole Brer Buzzard 
'eluded dey'd sorter go snacks, en crap tergedder. Hit 
wuz a mighty good year, en de truck tu'n out monstus 
well, but bimeby, w'en de time come fer dividjun, hit 
come ter light dat ole Brer Buzzard ain't got nuthin'. 
De crap wuz all gone, en dey want nuthin' dar fer ter 
show fer it Brer Rabbit, he make like he in a wuss 
fix'n Brer Buzzard, en he mope 'roun', he did, like he 
fear'd dey gwineter sell 'im out. 

" Brer Buzzard, he ain't sayin' nuthin', but he keep 
up a monstus thinkin', en one day he come 'long eu 
holler en tell Brer Rabbit dat he done fine rich gol6> 
Tuine des 'cross de river. 
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" * Tou come en go 'longer me, Brer Rabbit,^ »« 
Brer Tokk j Buzzard, sezee. ^ I'll scratch en you kin 

we'll make 



grabble, en 'tween de two un us 
gbort wuk er dat golo-mine,* 




" Brer Babbit, 

he waz high tip 

fer de job, but 

he study en 

study, he did, 

V ^" how he gwineter git 

'cross de water, kaze ev'y time he git his foot wet all 

de famblj kotch cole. Den he up'n ax Brer Buzzard 

how he gwine do, en Brer Buzzard he up'n say dat 

he kyar Brer Rabbit 'cross, en wid dat ole Brer Buz- 

xard, he squot down, he did, en spread his wings, en 

Brer Rabbit, he mounted, en up dey riz." There was 

pause. 

"What did the Buzzard do then!" asked die 

Kttle boy, 

" Dey riz," continued Uncle Remus, " en w'en dey 

lit, dey lit in de top er de highest sorter pine, en de 
9 
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pine w^at dej lit in wnz growin' on er ilon, en de ilon 

wnx in de middle er de river, wid de deep water 

nmnin' all 'roim\ Dey ain't 

mo'n lit 'fo' Brer Eabbit, he 

know w'ich way de win" 'uj: 

blowin', en by de time ole Bmr 

Buzzard got hisse'f ballancti on 

a lim', Brer Babbit, he 

up'n say, sezee : 

" * Wiles we er res'n 
here, Brer Buzzard, en 
bein's you bin so good, I 
got sump'n fer ter tell 
sezee. ^I got a gole-miue er 
my own, one w'at I make my- 
se'f, en I speck we better go back ter mine 'fo' we 
bodder 'longer yone,' sezee. 

^^Den ole Brer Buzzard, he laff, he did, twel he 
shake, ek Brer Babbit, he sing out : 

" * Hole on. Brer Buzzard 1 Don't flop yo' wings 
w'en you lafip, kaze den ef you duz, sump'n 'ill drap 
fum up yer, en my gole-mine won't do you no good, 
en needer will yone do me no good.' 

"But 'fo' dey got down fum dar. Brer Babbit 
done tole all 'bout de crap, en he hatter promus fer 
ter 'vide fa'r en squar. So Brer Buzzard, he kyar 'im 
back, en Brer Babbit he walk weak in de knees a 
mont' atterwnds." 
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xxn. 
A STORY ABOUT THE LITTLE RABBITS. 

" FmiB um whar you will en Ven you may," re- 
marked Uncle Bemus with emphasis, ^good chilluna 
allers gits tuck keer on. Dar wu2 Brer Babbit's 
chillnns ; dey minded der daddy en mammy f um day's 
een' ter day's een'. Wen ole man Babbit say * scoot,' 
dey scooted, en w'en ole Miss Babbit say * scat,' dey 
scatted. Dey did dat. En dey kep der close clean, 
en dey ain't had no smut on der nose nudder." 

Involuntarily the hand of the little boy went up to 
his face, and he scrubbed the end of his nose with his 
coat-sleeye. 

" Dey wuz good chilluns," continued the old man, 
heartily, ^^ en ef dey hadn't er bin, der wuz one time 
w'en dey wouldn't er bin no little rabbits — ^na'er one. 
Dat's w'at." 

"What time was that, Uncle Bemus I" the little 
boy asked. 

" De time w'en Brer Fox drapt in at Brer Babbit 
house, en didn't foun' nobody dar ceppin' de little 
Babbits. Ole Brer Babbit, he wuz off some'rs raiding 
on a collard patch, en ole Miss Babbit she wuz tendin' 
on a quiltin' in de naberhood, en wiles de little Babbits 
wuz playin' hidin'-switch, in drapt Brer Fox. De lit- 
tle Babbits wuz so fat dat dey fa'rly make his mouf 
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water, but he 'member 'bout Brer Wolf, en he skeered 
fer ter gobble um up oeppin' he got some skufie. De 

little Babbits, dej 
mighty skittish, en 
dej sorter huddle 
dejse'f up ter- 
gedder en watch 
_^- Brer Fox mo- 
tions. Brer 
Fox, he sot 
dar en studj 
w'at sorter skuse he 
gwioeter make up. 
Bimeby he see a great big 
stalk er sugar-cane stan'in' up in de comder, en he cle'r 
up his th'oat en talk biggity : 

" * Yer 1 you young Ilabs dar, sail 'roun' yer en 
broke me a piece er dat sweetnin'-tree,' sezee, en den 
he koff. 

*' De little Rabbits, dey got out de sugar-cane, dej 
did, en dey rastle wid it, en sweat over it, but twan't 
no use. Dey couldn't broke it. Brer Fox, he make 
like he ain't watchin', but he keep on holler'n : 
" * Hurry up dar, Kabs ! I'm a waitin' on you.' 
" En de little Babbits, dey hustle 'roun' en rastle 
wid it, but dey couldn't broke it. Bimeby dey hear 
little bird singin' on top er de house, en de song w'al 
de little bird sing wuz dish yer : 
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" ' Take 70' toofles en gnyaw it, 
Take yo' toofles en saw it, 
Saw it en yoke it. 
En den you kin broke it' 

**Den de little Rabbits, dey git mighty glad, en 
dej gnyawed de caoe mos' 'fo^ ole Brer Fox could git 
his legs ODcroBst, en Ven dey kyard 'im de cane, Brer 
Fox, he^sot dar en study how he gwineter make some 
mo' skuse fer nabbin' un um, en bimeby he git up en 
git down de sifter w'at wuz hangin' on de wall, en 
holler out : 

" * Come yer, Rabs 1 Take dish yer sifter, en nm 
down't de spring en fetch me some fresh water.' 

" De little Babbits, dey run down't de spring, en 
try ter dip up de water wid de sifter, but co'se hit all 
ran out, en hit keep on runnin' out, twell bimeby de 
little Rabbits sot down en 'gun ter cry. Den de little 
bird settin' up in de tree he begin fer ter sing, en dish 
yer's de song w'at he sing : 

«* • Sifter hole water same ez a tray, 

Ef you fill it wid moss en dob it wid clay ; 
De Fox git madder de longer you stay — 
Fill it wid moss en dob it wid day.' 

" Up dey jump, de little Babbits did, en dey fix de 
sifter so 'twon't leak, en den dey kyar de water ter ole 
Brer Fox. Den Brer Fox he git mighty mad, en 
p'int out a great big stick er wood, en tell de little 
Rabbits fer ter put dat on de fier. De little chaps dey 
got 'roun' de wood, dey did, en dey lif at it so hard 
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twel dej could see der own flinSi 
but de wood ain't budge. Den 
\^jr' dey hear de little bird singin'i en 







diili Tier's de song w'at he sing 



^ * Spit in 70* ban's en tug it en toll it, 
En git behine it, en push it, en pole it ; 
Spit in 70' ban's en r'ar back en roll it' 

^^ En dee 'bout de time dej got de wood on de fier, 
der daddy, he come skippin' in, en de little bird, he 
flew'd away. Brer For, he seed hig game wuz up, en 
^twan't long 'f o' he make his Bkuse en start fer ter go. 

^' ' You better stay en take a snack wid me, Brer 
Fox,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. * Sence Brer Wolf done 
quit comiu' en settin' up wid mo, I gittin' so I feels 
right lonesome dese long nights,' sezee. 

" But Brer Fox, he button up his coat-collar tight 
en des put out fer home. £n dat w'at you better do, 
honey, kaze I see Miss Sally's shadder sailin' backerds 
en for'ds 'fo' de winder, en de fus' news you know 
•he'll be spectin' un you.'* 
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MB, BABBIT AND MM. BBAB. 

'* Dab wuz one season/' said Uncle Bemns, polling 
thonghtf nllj at his whiskers, ^^ Ven Brer Fox say to 
hisse'f dat he speck he better whirl in en plant a 
goober-patchy en in dem days, mon, hit woz teoh en 
go. De wnd wem't mo'n out'n his moof 'fo' de 
gronn' 'uz brok'd up en de goobers 'uz planted. Ole 
Brer Babbit, he sot off en watch de motions, he did, 
tai he sorter shet one eje en sing to his Chilians : 

"'Ti-yil Tungalee^ 

I eat urn pea, I pick urn pea. 

Hit grow in de groan', hit grow so free ; 

Ti- ji ! dem goober pea.' 

"Sho* *nufE Ven de goobers *gun ter ripen up, 
ertfy time Brer Fox go down ter his patch, he fine 
whar somebody bin grabblin' 'mongst de vines, en he 
git mighty mad. He sorter speck who de somebody 
is, but ole Brer Babbit he cover his tracks so cute dat 
Brer Fox dunner how ter ketch *im. Bimeby, one 
day Brer Fox take a walk all roun' de groun'-pea 
patch, en 'twan't long 'f o' he fine a crack in de fence 
whar de rail done bin rub right smoove, en right dar 
he sot 'im a trap. He tnck'n ben' down a hiok'ry 
Mtplin', growin' in de fence-comder^ en tie one een' un 
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a plow-line on de top, en in de udder een' he fix a 
loop-knot, en dat he fasten wid a trigger right in de 
oraok. Nex' mawnin' w'en ole Brer Babbit come slip- 



pin' 'long 
k&ut kotch 
Un' flawed 
eo da jetb. 



en crope thoo de cracky de loop- 
*im bchime de fo* leg^ eai de iap* 
ap^ en dar he wuc Hwix^ de hearend 
Dar he fiiruuj^, en he fear'd ha 
gwineter fall, co lie Icar'd 
be wer^n^t gwineter falL 




W^ile he wizx a fixin* ap a 
ta]« fer Brer Fox. be hear a 

preeent'j yer cnm ole Brer B*ar 
amhUn' 'long f um whar he bin takin' a bee-tree. Brer 
Babbit, he hail 'im : 

"•Howdy, Brer B*ar!' 

** Brer B'ar« he look *roim en bimebj he see Brer 
'Habbh twingin' fnm de aaplin^i en ha holler out ; 
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^^HejOy Brer RabUt! How you come on dig 
mawnin't' 

« < Much oblije, I'm middlin', Brer B'ar/ sez Brer 
Babbit, eesee. 

'<Den Brer B'ar, he ax Brer Babbit Vat he doin' 
up dar in de elements, en Brer Babbit, he up'n eay he 
makin' dollar minnit. Brer B'ar, he eay how. Brer 
Babbit saj he keepin' crows oufn Brer Fox's groun'- 
pea patch, en den he ax Brer B'ar ef he don't wanter 
make dollar minnit, kaze he got big famblj er chillnns 
f er ter take keer un, en den he make sech nice skeer- 
crow. Brer B'ar 'low dat he take de job, en den Brer 
Babbit show 'im how ter ben' down de saplin', en 
'twan't long 'fo' Brer B'ar wuz swingin' up dar in 
Brer Babbit place. Den Brer Babbit, he put out fer 
Brer Fox house, en w'en he got dar he sing out : 

"*Brer Foxl Oh, Brer Fox! Come out yer, 
Brer Fox, en I'll show you de man w'at Inn stealin' yo' 
goobers.' 

" Brei Fox, he grab up his walkin'^ck, en bofe 
un um went mnnin' back down ter der goober-patch, 
en w'en dey got dar, sho 'nuff, dar wuz ole Brer 
B'ar. 

"*0h, yes! youer kotch, is you?' sez Brw Fox, 
en 'f o' Brer B'ar could 'splain. Brer Babbit he jump 
up en down, en holler out : 

" * BKt 'im in de mouf , Brer Fox ; hit 'im in de 
mouf' ; en Brer Fox, he draw back wid de walkin'- 
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^ How did the Bear get into more trouble, TJneb 
Bemos t " asked the little boy. 

*^ Natchul, honej. Brer B'ar, he tuck a notion dai 
ole Brer Boll-frog wnx de man waH fool 'im, en he 
flay dat he'd come up wid 'im ef 'twuz a year atter^ 
wndfl. But 'twan't no year, an 'twan't no mpnf , en 
mo'n dat, hit wan't akasely a week, w'en 
bimeby one day Brer BW wuz gwino homo W~ 
fum de takin' un a beo-tree, en lo en - ^' 
beholes, who should 
he flee but ole Brer 
Bull-frog settin' out 
on de aidge er 
de mud -puddle 
fa8"6leepl Brer 
B'ar drap his 
axe, he did, en 
crope up, en 
retch out wid his 
paw, en scoop ole 
Brer Bull -frog in _^- 
desdisaway." Here 
the old man used hi^ 
hand ladle-fashion, by 

way of illustration. " He scoop 'im in, en dar he 
wuz. Wen Brer B'ar got his clampers on 'im good, 
he sot down en talk at 'im. 

"* Howdy, Brer Bull-frog, howdy! En how yo* 
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fambly ! I hope deyer well, Brer Boll-frog, kaze dis 
day yon got some bizness wid me w'at'U las' jou a 
mighty long time.' 

"Brer Bull-frog, he dnnner w'at ter say. He 
dimner wat's ,np, en he don't say nnthin'. Ole Brer 
B'ar he keep runnin' on : 

" * Youer de man w'at tuck en fool me 'bout Brer 
Babbit t'er day. You had yo' fun, Brer Bull-frog, en 
now I'U gic mine,' 

" Den Brer Bull-frog, he gin ter git skeerd, he did, 
en he up'n say : 

" ' Wat I bin doin'. Brer B'ar f How I bin f oolin' 
youf 

" Den Brer B'ar laff, en make like he dunno, but 
he keep on talkin'. 

" ' Oh, no. Brer Bull-frog 1 You ain't de man w'at 
stick yo' head up ouf n de water en tell me Brer Rab- 
bit done gone on by. Oh, no I you ain't de man. I 
boun' you ain't 'Bout dat time, you wuz at home 
with yo' fambly, whar you allers is. I dunner whar 
you wuz, but I knows whar you is. Brer Bull-frog, en 
hit's you en me fer it Atter de sun goes down dis 
day you don't fool no mo' folks gwine long dis road.' 

"Co'se, Brer Bull-frog dunner w'at Brer B'ar 
driyin' at, but he know sump'n hatter be done, en dat 
mighty soon, kaze Brer B'ar 'gun to snap his jaws ter- 
gedder en foam at de mouf, en Brer Bull-frog hoUer 
out: 
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^ ^ Oh, prajy Brer BV I Lemme off dis time, en I 
won't never do 80 no mo'. Oh, pray. Brer B'ar I do 
lemme off dlB time, en Til show jou de fattes' bee- 
tree in de woods.' 

^^ Ole Brer B'ar, he chomp his toofiee en foam at 
de mouf. Brer Bull-frog he des up'n squall : 

" * Oh, pray. Brer B'ar 1 I won't never do so no 
mo' 1 Oh, pray. Brer B'ar 1 Lemme off dis time 1 ' 

" But ole Brer B'ar say he gwineter make way wid 
*im, en don he sot en study, ole Brer B'ar did, how he 
gwineter scjuench Brer Bull-frog. lie know he can't 
drown 'im, on he ain't got no fier fer tor bu'n 'im, en 
he git mighty pestered. Bimel)y ole Brer BuU-frog, 
he sorter stop his cryin' en his boo-hooin', en he np'n 
say : 

" * Ef you gwineter kill me, Brer B'ar, kyar me ter 
dat big flat rock out dar on de aidge er de mill-pon', 
whar I kin SCO my fambly, en at ter I see urn, den you 
kin take you axe en sqush me.' 

** Dis look so fa'r and sqnar' dat Brer B'ar he 'gree, 
«& lie utke viv lirer Bull-frog by wunner his behime 
k^ ^1 iling hia axe on liis shoulder, en off he put fer 
de 1% flat Tkpek. When he git dar he lay Brer Bull- 
frog down on ik* rock, en Brer Bull-frog make like he 
lookin' V*im* for his folks. Den Brer B'ar, he draw 
long b<mff e^ |uck up his axe. Den he st it in hia 
|yai% «ii draw back en come down on de rock — 
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'' Did he kill the Frog, Uncle Bemus?" asked the 
little boy, as the old man paused to scoop up a thimble- 
ful of glowing embers in his pipe. 

" 'Deed, en dat he didn't, honej. 'Tvdx' de time 
w'en Brer B'ar raise up wid his axe en Ven he come 







down wid it, ole Brer Bull-frog he lipt up en dove 
down in de mill-pon', kerblink-kerblunk I En w'en he 
riz way out in de pon' he riz a singin', en dish yer's de 
song w'at he sing : 

•« * Ingle-go-jang, my joy, my joy— 
Ingle-go-jang, my joy I 
I'm right at home, my joy, my joy^ 
Ingle-go-jang, my joy I '" 

" That's a mighty funny song," said the little boy. 

"Funny now, I speck," said the old man, "but 
^twem't funny in dem days, en 'twouldn't be funny 
now ef folks know'd much 'bout de Bull-frog lang- 
widge ez dey useter. Dat's w'at.'* 
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HOW MR. RABBIT LOST HIS FINE BUSHY TAIL. 

^ Ons time," said Uncle RemuB, sighing heavily 
and settling himself back in his seat with an air of 
melancholy resignation — " one time Brer Babbit wu« 
gwine Hong down de road ihakin' his big bnshj tail, 
en feelin' des ez scmmpshns ez a bee-martin wid a 
fresh bug." Here the old man pansed and glanced at 
the little boj, but it was erident that the youngster 
had become so accustomed to the marvelous develop- 
ments of Uncle Bemus's itories, that the extraordinary 
statement made no unusual impression upon him. 
Therefore the old man began again, and this time in a 
louder and more insinuating tone : 

^^ One time ole man Babbit, he wuz gwine 'long 
down de. road shakin' his long, bushy tail, en feelin' 
mighty biggity." 

This was effective. 

" Great goodness, Uncle Bemus ! " exclaimed the 
little boy in open-eyed wonder, "everybody knows 
that rabbits haven't got long, bushy tails." 

The old man shifted his position in his chair and 
allowed his venerable head to drop forward until his 
whole appearance was suggestive of the deepest de- 
jection ; and this was intensified by a groan that 
'^med to be the result of great mental agony. Final- 
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Ij he spoke, but not as addressing himself to the little 
boy. 

^ I notices dat dem f okes Vat makes a great 'mira- 
tion 'bout w'at dey knows is des de fokes w'ich jon . 
can't put no 'pennnnce in w'en de 
'cashun come up. Yer one nn nm 
now, en he done come en excuse me 
er 'lowin' dat i^bbits is 
got long, bushy tails, 
w^ch goodness knows 
«f I'd a dremp' it, I'd 
a whirl in en on dremp 
it" 

^Well, but Uncle Ke- 
mus, you said rabbits had 
long, bushy tails," replied the 
Mttle boy. **Now you know 
you did." 

" Ef I ain't fergit it oflPn 
my mine, I say dat ole Brer 
Babbit wuz gwine down de big road shakin' his long, 
bushy tail. Dat w'at I say, en dat I stan's by." 

The little boy looked puzzled, but he didn't say 
anything. After a while the old man continued : 

" Now, den, ef dat's 'greed ter, I'm gwine on, en 
ef tain't 'greed ter, den I'm gwineter pick up my cane 
en look atter my own intrust. I got wuk lyin' roun' 
yer dat's des natally gittin' moldy." 




10 
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The little boj still remained quiet, and Uncle Be- 
moB proceeded : 

^ One day Brer Babbit wnz gwine down de road 
8hakin' his long, bushy tail, 
w'en who should he strike np 
wid but ole Brer Foi gwine 
amblin^ long wid a big string^ 
er fiah 1 Won dey paas de 
time er day wid 
wunncr n udder. 
Brer Rabbit, he 
open tip de con- 
fab, he did, 
en he ax 
Brer Fox 
^*bar he 
git dat 




nice string er fiih, en 
Brer Fox, he up'n 'spon' 
dat he kotch um, en Brer Babbit, he say whar'bouts, 
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en Brer Fox, he say down at de babtidn' creek, en 
Brer Eabbit he ax how, kaze in dem days dey wuz 
monstus fon' er minners, en Brer Fox, he sot down 
on a log, he did, en he np'n tell Brer Eabbit dat all 
he gotter do fer ter git er big mess er minners is 
ter go ter de creek atter son down, en dra]^ his tail 
in de water en set dar twel day-light, en den draw np 
a whole armful er fishes, en dem w'at he don't want, 
he kin fling back. Bight dar's whar Brer Babbit 
drap his watermillion, kaze he tnck'n sot out dat 
night en went a fishin'. De wedder wuz sorter cole, 
en Brer Babbit, he got 'im a bottle er dram en put 
out fer de creek, en w'en he git dar he pick out a 
good place, en he sorter squot down, he did, en let 
his tail hang in de water. He sot dar, en he sot dar, 
en he drunk his dram, en he think he gwineter freeze, 
but bimeby day come, en dar he wuz. He make a 
pull, en he feel like he comin' in two, en he fetch 
nudder jerk, en lo en beholes, whar wuz his tail ? " 

There was a long pause. 

" Did it come oflf. Uncle Bemus ? " asked the little 
boy, presently. 

" She did dat ! " replied the old man with unction. 
^^ She did dat, and dat w'at make all deze yer bob-tail 
rabbits w'at you see hoppin' en skaddlin' thoo de 
woods." 

" Are they all that way just because the old Babbit 
lost his tail in the creek ? " asked the little boy. 
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'' Dat'8 it, honey/' repUed the old huul '' Dat'a 
w'at dej tells me. Look Hke dej er Ueedxd ter take 
atter der pa." 



XXTL 
MR. TBRRAPm SHOWS HIS STRMNBTH. 

^^ Brkb Tabbtpik wnz de out'nes' man," said Uncle 
Bemus, rubbing his hands together contemplatiyely, 
and chuckling to himself in a very significant man- 
ner ; *' he wnz de out'nes' man er de whole gang. He 
wnz dat" 

The little boy sat perfectly quiet, betraying no im- 
patience when Uncle Eemns paused to hunt, first in 
one pocket and then in another, for enough crumbs of 
tobacco to replenish his pipe. Presently the old man 
proceeded: 

^^ One night Miss Meadows en de gals dey gun a 
oandy-pullin', en so many er de nabers come in 'spouse 
ter de invite dat dey hatter put de 'lasses in de wash 
pot en b'il' de fier in de yard. Brer B'ar, he hope * 
Miss Meadows bring de wood, Brer Fox, he men' de 
fier. Brer Wolf, he kep' de dogs off, Brer Babbit, he 
grease de bottom er de plates fer ter keep de candy 
f am stickin', en Brer Tarrypin, he klum up in a cheer, 



•Holp; helped. 
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en Bay he'd watch en see dat de 'laBses didn't bile 
OTer. Dey wnz all dere, en dey wem't cuttin' up no 
didos, nudder, kaze Miss Meadows, she done put h^ 
foot down, she did, en say dat w'en dey come ter her 
place dey hatter hang up a flag er truce at de front 
gate en 'bide by it 

^^ Well, den, w'iles dey wuz all a settin' dar en de 

'lasses wuz a bilin' en a blubberin', dey got ter runnin' 

on talkin' mighty biggity. Brer Eabbit, he say he de 

swifEee'; but Brer Tarrypin, he 

rock 'long in de cheer ea watch 

de Maa&es. Brer Yoz^ he say ho 




de aharpes', but Brer Tarrypin he rock 'long. Brer 
Wolf, de say he de mos* suwigus, but Brer Tarryinn, 
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inter de water, he did, en tie de bedcord hard en fmf 
ter wanner deie jer big day-roote, en den he riz np en 
gin a whoop. 

" Brer B'ar he wrop de bed-cord ronn' his han', en 
wink at de galB, en wid dat he gin a big jok, but Brer 
Tarrjpin ain't bndge. Den he take bofe ban's en gin 
a big pnll, but, all de same, Brer Tarrypin ain't badge. 
Den he ta'n 'roan', he did, en pat de rope cross his 
fihoalders en try ter walk off wid Brer Tarrypin, but 
Brer Tarrypin look like he don't feel like walkin'. 
Den Brer Wolf he pat in en hope Brer B'ar pall, bat 
des like he didn't, en den dey all hope 'im, en, bleat 
grashas I w'iles dey waz all a pallin'. Brer Tarrypin, 
he holler, en ax am w'y dey don't take np de slack. 
Den w'en Brer Tarrypin fed am qait pallin', he doT» 
down, he did, en ontie de rope, en by de time dey got 
ter de branch, Brer Tarrypin, he waz settin' in de 
aidge er de water des ez natchal ez de nex' an, en he 
ap'n say, sezee : 

<' < Dat las' pall er yone waz a mighty stiff on, en a 
leede mo'n yon'd er had me,' sezee. ^ Yoaer monstas 
stoat, Brer B'ar,' sezee, * en yoa palls like a yoke er 
eteers, bat I sorter had de parchis on yon,' sezee. 

" Den Brer B'ar, bein's his monf 'gan ter water 
atter de sweetnin', he ap'n say he speck de candy's 
lipe, en off dey pat atter it I " 

^^ If s a wonder," said the little boy, after a while, 
'« that the rope didn't break." 
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^^ Break whot" exclaimed Uncle EemnB, with a 
touch of indignation in his tone — ^^ break who ? In 
dem dajB, Miss Meadows's bed-cord would a hilt a 
mule." 

This put an end to whatever doubts the child might 
haT6 entertained. 



XXVJLL 
WHY MB. POSSUM HAS NO HAIR ON HIS TAIL. 

" Hrr look like ter me," said XJncle Bemus, f rown- 
ing) as the little boy came hopping and skipping into 
the old man's cabin, " dat I see a young un 'bout yo' 
size playin' en makin' free wid dem ar chilluns er ole 
Miss Favers's yistiddy, en w'en I seed dat, I drap my 
axe, en I come in yer en sot flat down right whar 
youer settin' now, en I say ter myse'f dat it's 'bout 
time fer ole Bemus fer ter hang up en quit Daf s 
dee zackly w'at I say." 

" Well, Uncle Bemus, they called me," said the lit- 
tle boy, in a penitent tone. " They come and called 
me, and said they had a pistol and some powder over 
ihere.'^ 

" Dar now ! " exclaimed the old man, indignantly. 
" Dar now I w'at I bin sayin' ? Hit's des a bom bless- 
in' dat you wa'n't brung home on a litter wid bofe 
eyeballs hangin' out en one year clean gone ; daf s w'at 
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'tis! HifB dee a bom blesain'. Hit hope me up 
might'ly de udder day Ven I hear Min Sally layin' 
down de law 'bout jou en dem Favers chillnn, yit, lo 
en beholes, de fuB news I knows yer yon is han'-in- 
glove wid um. Hit's nufiE fer ter fetch ole Miss right 
up ont'n dat berryin'-groon' fnm down dar in Pntmon 
Connty, en w'at yo' gram'ma wouldn't er stood me en 
yo' ma ain't gwineter stan' nudder, en de nex' time I 
hear 'bout sech a come off es dis, right den en dar 
I'm boun' ter lay de case 'fo' Miss Sally. Dem Fa- 
▼ers's wa'n't no 'count 'fo' de war, en dey wa'n't 
no 'count endurin' er de war, en dey ain't no 'count 
atterwards, en w'iles my head's hot you ain't gwin- 
eter go mixin' up yo'se'f wid de riff-raff er crear 
shun." 

The little boy made no further attempt to justify 
his conduct He was a very wise little boy, and he 
knew that, in Uncle Bemus's eyes, he had been guilty 
of a flagrant violation of the family code. Therefore, 
instead of attempting to justify himself, he pleaded 
guilty, and promised that he would never do so any 
more. After this there was a long period of silenoei 
broken only by the vigorous style in which Uncle Re- 
mus puffed away at his pipe. This was the invariable 
result Whenever the old man had occasion to repri- 
mand the little boy — and the occasions were frequent 
• — ^he would relapse into a dignified but stubborn si- 
lence. Presently the youngster drew forth from his 
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pocket a long piece of candle. The sharp eyes of the 
old man saw it at once. 

^^ Don't jou come a tellin' me dat Miss Sallj gun 
yon dat," he exclaimed, ^^ kaze she didn't En I lay 
you hatter be monstns sly 'f o' you gotter chance fer ter 
snatch up dat piece er cannle." 

" Well, Uncle Kemus," the little boy explained, " it 
was lying there all by itself, and I just thought I'd 
fetch it out to you." 

"Dat's so, honey," said Uncle Eemus, greatly 
mollified ; ^^ dat's so, kaze by now some er dem yuther 
niggers 'ud er done had her lit up. Dey er mighty 
biggity, dem house niggers is, but I notices dat dey 
don't let nuthin' pass. Dey goes 'long wid der ban's 
en der mouf open, en w'at one don't ketch de tother 
one do." 

There was another pause, and finally the little boy 
said: 

" Unde Remus, you know you promised to-day to 
tell me why the 'Possum has no hair on his tail." 

" Law, honey ! ain't you done gone en f ergot dat 
ofPn yo' mine yit ? Hit look like ter me," continued 
the old man, leisurely refilling his pipe, ^^ dat she sorter 
run like dis: One time ole Brer Possum, he git so 
hungry, he did, dat he bleedzd fer ter have a mess er 
'simmons. He monstus lazy man, old Brer Possum 
wuz, but bimeby his stummuck 'gun ter growl en 
holler at 'im so dat he des hatter rack 'roun' en hunt 
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up Bump'n ; en w'ilee he wux rackin' 'ronn', who shM 

he run up vrid bn{ Brer Rabbit, en dej wnz hwl- 

fellera, kaze Brer Poflsum, he ain't bin bodder'n Brer 

Babbit like dem ynther creetnrs. Dey sot down hj dt 

aide er de big road, en dar dey 

jabber en confab 'rnonf; wnnner 

nudder, twel blmebj old Brer 

Possum, lie tmke 'n tell 

Brer Rabbit dat ho mos' ''^ 




p©*ih ont, en Brer 

• -^^^^ Rabbit, he lip np 

in de aV, he did, en 

fiOQtck hi* ban's tcrgedder, en say dat he know right 

wbar Brer Possum kin git a bait er 'simmons. Den 

Brer Pi^mn, he say whar, en Brer Rabbit, he say 

w'icb 'twtii over at Brer B'ar's 'simmon orchard-" 

" Did the Bear have a 'simmon orchard, Uncle Re- 

1 1 "" the little boy asked. 

'' Co'se, honey, kaze in dem days Brer Kar wnx a 



Digitized by 



Google 



WHT MB. POSSUM HAS NO HAIR OK HIS TAIL. 188 

bee-hunter. He make his livin' findin' bee trees, en de 
way he fine nm he plant 'im some 'simmon-trees, w'ioh 
de bees dey'd come ter sack de 'simmons en den ole 
Brer B'ar he'd watch mn whar dey'd go, en den he'd 
be mighty ap' fer ter come np wid um. No matter 
'bout dat, de 'simmon patch 'nz dar des like I tell yon, 
en ole Brer Possnm mouf 'gan ter water soon's be 
year talk an nm, en mos' 'fo' Brer Babbit done tellin' 
'im de news, Brer Possnm, he put out, he did, en 
'twa'n't long 'fo' he wuz perch np in de highes' tree 
in Brer B'ar 'simmon patch. But Brer Babbit, he 
done 'termin' fer ter see some fun, en w'iles all dis 'uz 
gwine on, he run 'roun' ter Brer B'ar house, en holler 
en tell 'im w'ich dey wuz somebody 'stroyin' on 
his 'simmons, en Brer B'ar, he hustle off fer ter 
ketch 'im. 

"Eve'y now en den Brer Possum think he year 
Brer B'ar comin', but he keep on sayin', sezee : 

'^ ' I'll des git one 'simmon mo' en den Fll go ; one 
'simmon mo' en den Fll go.' 

" Las' he year Brer B'ar comin' sho nuff, but 'twmi 
de same ole chune — 'One 'simmon mo' en den I'll go' 
— en des 'bout dat time Brer B'ar busted inter de patchy 
en gin de tree a shake, en Brer Possum, he drapt out 
longer de yuther ripe 'simmons, but time he totch de 
groun' he got his foots tergedder, en he lit out fer de 
fence same ez a race-hoss, en 'cross dat patch him en 
Brer B'ar had it, en Brer B'ar gain' eve'y jump, twel 
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time Brer Possum make de fence Brer B'ar grab 'im 

by de tail, en Brer Poasnm, he went out 'tween de rails 

en gin a powerful jnk en poll his tail out 'twix Brer 

B'ar tushes ; en, lo en beholes, 

Brer B^ar hole &o tight en i ) | 

Bi«r Poflsam pull m hard ^^ 

dat all do ha'r come 



> 




off in Brer 

B'ar's moafi 

w'ich, ef Brer 

Babbit hadnf 

er happen up 

wid a go*d er water, Brer B-ar 'der got etrankle, 

" Fom dat daj ter dia^'^ said Uncle Bemns^ 
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knoddng the ashes carefolly out of his pipe, ^^Brer 
Possom am't had no ha'r on his tail, en needer do 
his chiUnns." 



zzvin. 
THE END OF MR. BEAR. 

Thb next time the little boy songht Uncle Bemns 
out, he found the old man unosnally cheerful and good- 
hnmonred. His rheumatism had ceased to trouble him, 
and he was even disposed to be boisterous. He was 
flinging when the little boy got near the cabin, and the 
child paused on the outside to listen to the vigorous but 
mellow voice of the old man, as it rose and fell with 
the burden of the curiously plaintive song — a senseless 
afifdr so far as the words were concerned, but sung to a 
melody almost thrilling in its sweetness : 

*' Han' me down my walkin'-cane 

(Hey my Lily ! go down de road I), 
To' true lover gone down de lane 
(Hey my Lily I go down de road f)." 

The quick ear of XJnde Eemus, however, had de- 
tected the presence of the little boy, and he allowed 
his song to run into a recitation of nonsense, of which 
the following, if it be rapidly spoken, will give a faint 
idea: 

^^ Ole Wet Jackson, fines' confraction, fell down 
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■ta're fer to git satififaction ; big Bill Fray, he into 
de daj, eve' jthing he call fer come one, two by three. 
Gwine 'long one day, met Johnny Huby, ax him grine 
nine yards er steel fer me, tole me Vich he couldn't ; 
den I hist 'im over Hickerson Dickerson's barn-doors ; 
knock 'im ninety-nine miles under water, w'en he rise, 
he rise in Pike straddle nn a hanspike, en I lef 'im dar 
smokin' er de hornpipe, Juba reda seda breda. Aunt 
Kate at de gate ; I want to eat, she fry de meat en 
gimme skin, w'ich I fling it back agin. Juba ! " 

All this, rattled off at a rapid rate and with apparent 
aeriousness, was calculated to puzzle the little boy, and 
he slipped into his accustomed seat with an ezpressioD 
of awed bewilderment upon his face. 

'' Ilit's all des dat away, honey," continued the old 
man, with the air of one who had just given an im- 
portant piece of information. ** En w'en you bin cas'n 
shadders long ee de ole nigger, den you'll fine out who's 
w'ich, en w'ich's who." 

The little boy made no response. He was in thor- 
ough ^^>'tr:pathy with all the whims and humors of the 
old man, and his capacity for enjoying them was lai^ 
enough to include even those he could not understand. 
tJnclis litmus was finishing an axe-handle, and upon 
thesQ occasions it was his custom to allow the child to 
huld one end while he applied sand-paper to the other. 
Theie relations were pretty soon established, to the mur 
toa] satisfaction of the parties most interested, and the 




Digitized by 



Google 



i 
THE END OF MR. BEAR. 137 

old man continued his remark^ but this time not at 
random: 

^^ Wen I see deze jer swell-head folks like dat 'oman 
Vat come en tell 70' ma 'bout you chunkin' at her chilr 
Inns, w'ich jo' ma make Mars John strop you, hit make 
my mine run back to ole Brer B'ar. Ole Brer B'ar, he 
got de sweU-headedness hisse'f, en ef der wuz enny 
swinkin', hit swunk too late fer ter he'p ole Brer B'ar. 
Leas'ways dat's Vat dey tells me, en I ain't never yearn 
it 'sputed." 

" Was the Bear's head sure enough swelled, XJnde 
Eemus?" 

" Now you talkin', honey ! " exclaimed the old man. 

^' Ooodness ! what made it swell ? " 

This was Uncle Bemus's cue. Applying the sand- 
paper to the axe-helve with gentle vigor, he began : 

"One time when Brer Rabbit wuz gwine lopin' 
home f um a frolic w'at dey bin havin' up at Miss 
Meadows's, who should he happin up wid but ole Brer 
B'ar. Co'se, atter w'at done pass 'twix um dey wa'n't 
no good f eelin's 'tween Brer Eabbit en ole Brer B'ar, 
but Brer Babbit, he wanter save his manners, en so he 
holler out : 

" Heyo, Brer B'ar I how you come on ? I ain't seed 
you in a coon's age. How all down at yo' house t How 
Miss Brune en Miss Brindle ? " 

"Who was that, Uncle Remus!" the little boy in- 
terrupted. 
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<<Mifi8 Bnme en Miss Brindlet Miss Bnine wns 
Brer B'ar'B ole 'oman, en Mifis Brindle wnz his gaL 
Dat Vat dey call nm 
in dem daje. So den 
Brer Rabbity be ax 
him howdy, ho did, 
en Brer B-ar^ ha 'spQo' 




dat he wnz mighty po'ly, en dey amble 'long, dey did, 
sorter familioos like, bnt Brer Rabbit, he keep one eye 
on Brer B'ar, en Brer B'ar, he study how he gwine nab 
Brer Babbit Las' Brer Rabbit, he np'n say, sezee : 

" * Brer B'ar, I speck I got some bizness cut out fep 
yon,' sezee. 

** ' What dat, Brer Rabbit ? ' sez Brer B'ar, sezee. 

" * Wiles I wnz cleanin' up my new-groun' day 'fo* 
yistiddy,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, ^ I come 'cross wnnner 
deze yer ole time bee-trees. Hit start holler at de bot- 
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torn, en stay holler plum der de top, en de honey's dee 
natally oozin' out, en ef you'll drap yo' 'gagements en 
go 'longer me,' sez Brer Babbit, sezee, ^you'll git a bait 
dat'U las' you en yo' f ambly twel de 
middle er nex' mont',' sezee* 

"Brer B'ar say he much 
oblije en he b'leeve he'll go 
'long, en wid dat dey put out 
fer Brer Babbit's new-groim\ 
w'ich twa'n't so mighty fur, 
Leas'ways, dey got dar alter 
Vile. Ole Brer B'ar, he 'low dat 
he kin smell de honey. Brtr Kab- 
bit, he 'low dat he kin see de bon- 
ey-koam. Brer B'ar, he low dat 
he can hear de bees a zoonin'. 
Dey Stan' 'roun' en talk bigg:itj^ 
dey did, twel bimeby Brer Kab- 
bit, he up'n say, sezee : 

" ' You do de clim-'in', Brer 
B'ar, en I'll do de rushin' 
'roun'; you clime up ter de 
hole, en I'll take dis yer 
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pine pole en shove de honey np whar yon kin git 
^, sezee. 

^ Ole Brer B'ar, he spit on his han's en skint up de 
tree, en jam his head in de hole, en sho nnff, Brer Bab- 
bit, he grab de pine pole, en de way he stir up dem bees 
wni sinf ol — dat^ w'at it wuz. Hit wnx sinfuL En de 
bees dey swawm'd on Brer B'ar's head, twel 'f o' he oonld 
take it out'n de hole hit wnc done swell np bigger dan 
dat dinner-poC, en dar he swung, en ole Brer Babbit, 
he dance 'roan' en sing : 

•• • Tt9% sUn' high, but honey might j iweet— 
Wstoh dem bees wid stingen on der leet' 

^ But dar ole Brer B'ar hung, en ef his head ain't 
swunk, I speok he hangin' dar yit— dat w'at I 8pe9k." 



MB. FOX GETS INTO SERIOUS BUSINESS 

" Hit turn out one time," said Unde Bemus, grind- 
ing some crumbs of tobacco between the palms of his 
hands, preparatory to enjoying his usual smoke after 
supper — " hit turn out one time dat Brer Babbit make 
so free wid de man's collard-patch dat de man he tuck'n 
sot a trap fer ole Brer Babbit" 

^ Which man was that, Uncle Bemus t" asked the 
little boy. 
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^ Des a man, honey. Dat'B alL Dat's all I knows 
—dee wnnner deee jer mans Vat yon see trollopin 
'roan' evtfy day. Nobody ain't never year w'at his 
name is, en ef dey did dey kep' de news mighty close 
fnm me. Ef dish yer man is bleedzd fer ter have a 
name, den I'm done, kaze yon'U hatter go fudder dan 
me. Ef you bleedxd ter know mo' dan w'at I dnz, 
den yon'll hatter hunt up some er deze yer niggers 
w'at's sprung up sence I commence fer ter shed my 
ha'r." 

'' Well, I just thought, Uncle Bemus," said the little 
boy, in a tone remarkable for self -depreciation, ^^ that 
the man had a name." 

^'Tooby sho," replied the old man, with unction, 
puffing away at his pipe. ** Oo'se. Dat w'at make I 
say w'at I duz. Dish yer man mout a had a name, 
en den ag'in he moutn't He mout er bin name Slip- 
shot Sam, en he mouter bin name ole One-eye Biley, 
w'ich ef 'twuz hit ain't bin handed roun' ter me. But 
dish yer man, he in de tale, en w'at we gwine do wid 
'im ? Dat's de p'int, kase w'en I git t^ huntin' 'roun' 
'mong my 'membunce atter dish yer Mister Watyou** 
maycoUum's name, she ain't dar. Kow den, less des 
call 'im Mr. Man en let 'im go at dat" 

The silence of the little boy gave consent 

^^ One time," said TJnde Bemus, carefully taking up 
the thread of the story where it had been dropped, ^ hit 
tarn out dat Brer Babbit bin makin' so free wid Mr. 
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Man^s gmnt en track dat Mr. Man, he tuck'n sot a trap 
for Brer Sabbit, en Brer Babbit he so greedy dat he 
tuck'n walk right spang in it, 'f o' he know hisse^f . Well, 
*twa'n't long 'fo' yer come Mr. Man, broozin' 'ronn', en 
he ain*t no sooner see ole Brer Babbit dan he smack his 
ban's tergedder en holler out : 

" ' Youer nice feller, you is I Ter you bin gobblin' 
up my green truck, en now you tryin' ter tote oft my 
ta»p. Youer mighty nice chap— dat's w^att you is ! But 
now dat I got you, FU des 'bout settle wid you fer de 
ole en de new.' 

*^ En wid dat, Mr. Man, he go off, he did, down in 
de bushes atter han'ful er switches. Ole Brer BaUut, 
he ain't sayin' nutliin', but he feelin' mighty lonesome, 
en he sot dar lookin' like eve'y minnit wuz gwineter 
be de nez'. En w'iles Mr. Man wu2 off prepa'r'n his 
bresh-broom, who should come p'radin' 'long but Brer 
Fox. Brer Fox make a great 'miration, he did, 'bout 
de fix w'at he fine Brer Babbit in, but Brer Babbit he 
make like he fit ter kill hisse'f laffin', en he up'n tell 
Brer Fox, he did, dat Miss Meadows's fokes want 'im 
ter go down ter der house in •tennnnce on a weddin', 
en he 'low wMch he couldn't, en dey 'low how he could, 
en den bimeby dey take'n tie 'im dar w'iles dey go atter 
de preacher, so he be dar w'en dey come back. En mo'n 
dat, Brer Babbit up'n tell Brer Fox dat his chillun's 
mighty low wid de fever, en he bleedzd ter go atter some 
pills fer'm, en he ax Brer Fox fer ter take his place en 
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go down ter Ifiss Meadows's en have nice time wid 
de gals. Brer Fox, he in f er dem kinder pranks, en 




'twa'o't no time 'fo' 
Brer Babbit had ole 
Brer Fox hamesB np 
dar in his place, en den he make like he got ter 
make 'as'e en git de pills fer dem sick chillnns. Brer 
Babbit wa'n't mo'n out er sight 'fo' yer come Mr. Man 
wid a han'fnl er hick'ries, but w'en he see Brer Fox tied 
np dar, he look like he 'stonished. 

"*Heyol' sez Mr. Man, sezee, *yon done change 
color, en you done got bigger, en yo' tail done grow 
out Wat kin'er w'atzyname is you, ennyhow ? * sezee. 
^ Brer Fox, he stay still, en Mr. Man, he talk on : 
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"" ' nit's mighty big lock,' aecee, ' ef w*en I ketch dt 
chap w'at nibble mj greens, likewise I ketch de feller 
w^at gnyaw mj goose,' sezee, en wid dat he let inter 
Brer Fox wid de hick'ries, en de way he play rap- jacket 
wojs a caotion ter de naberhood. Brer Fox, he jnk en 
he jump, en he squeal en he squall, but Mr. Man, he 
shower down on 'im, he did, like fightin' a red was'- 
nes'." 

The little boy laughed, and Uncle Bemoa supple- 
mented this indorsement of his descriptive powers with 
a most infectious chuckle. 

^Bimeby," continued the old man, ^'de switches, 
dey got frazzle out, en Mr. Man, he put out atter mo', 
en w'en he done got fa'rly outer yearin', Brer Babbit, 
he show'd up, he did, kaze he des bin hidin' out in de 
bushes lis'nin' at de racket, en he 'low hit mighty funny 
dat Miss Meadows ain't come 'long, kaze he done bin 
down ter de doctor house, en dat's fudder dan de 
preacher, yit. Brer Babbit make like he hurr'in' on 
home, but Brer Fox, he open up, he did, en he say : 

^^ ^ I thank you f er ter tu'n me loose, Brer Babbit^ 
en m be 'blije,' sezee, ' kaze you done tie me up so 
tight dat it make my head swim, en I don't qpeck Fd 
las' fer ter git ter Miss Meadows's', sezee. 

^^ Brer Babbit, he sot down sorter keerless like, en 
b^in fer ter scratch one year like a man studyin' 'bout 
Bump'n. 

" * Dat's so. Brer Fox,' sezee, 'you duz look sorto* 
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stove up. Look like sump'n bin onkoamin' yo' ha'rs,' 
Bezee. 

" Brer Fox ain't sayin' nothin*, but Brer Babbit, he 
keep on talkin' : 
" ' Dey ain't no bad fcelin's 'twix' 
:;% JiBj is dey, Brer Fox I Kaze of 
^^ ^ dey is^ I ain't got no time 

for ter bo 
twryin' 
'fonn' 
yer/ 




i^'«r^N^^'^ 



\P 



I 



w'ich he don't 



*' Brer Foi eay 



have no onfrennelness, en wid dat Brer Babbit cut 
Brer Fox loose des in time fer ter hear Mr. Man 
w'isserlin up his dogs, en one went one way en de 
udder went nudder." 
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EOW MR. RABBIT 8UCCSBDSD IN RAISING A DUST. 

" Lr dem timee,'' said Uncle RemiL% gazing admir- 
ingly at himself in a fragment of looking-glasB, ^ Brer 
Babbit, en Brer Fox, en Brer Coon, en dem ynther 
creetnrs go co^tin' en sparklin' 'ronn' de naberhood 
mo' aamer dan f oUu. Twan't no ^ Lemme a hoes,' ner 
^ Fetch me mj buggy,' but dey dee up'n lit out en tote 
deyse'f. Dar's ole Brer Fox, he dee wheel 'ronn' en 
fetch his flank one swipe wid 'is tongae en he'd be 
koam up ; en Brer Babbit, he des spit on his han' en 
twis' it 'ronn' 'mongst de roots er his years en his ha'r'd 
be roach. Dey wnz dat flirtashns," continued the old 
man, closing one eye at his image in the glass, ^' dat Miss 
Meadows en de gals don't se no peace fum one week 
een' ter de udder. Chuseday wuz same as Sunday, en 
Friday wuz same as Chuseday, en hit come down ter 
dat pass dat w'en Miss Meadows 'ud have chicken-fizina 
fer dinner, in 'ud drap Brer Fox en Brer Possum, en 
w'en she'd have fried greens in 'ud pop ole Brer Babbit, 
twel 'las' Miss Meadows, she tuck'n tell de gals dat she 
be dad-blame ef she gwineter keep no tawum. So dey 
fix it up 'mong deyse'f. Miss Meadows en de gals did, 
dat de nex' time de gents call dey'd gin um a game. 
De gents, dey wuz a co'tin, but Miss Meadows, she don't 
wanter marry none un um, en needer duz de gals, en 
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likewise dej don't wanter have um pester'n Voun'. Las', 
one Chnsedaj, Miss Meadows, she tole nm dat ef dey 
come down ter her house de nex' Sat'daj evenin', de 
whole caboodle nn um 'ad go down de road a piece, 
whar der wnz a big flint rock, en de man w'at could 
take a sludge-hammer en knock de dus' out'n dat rock, 
he wuz de man w'at 'ud git de pick er de gals. Dey all 
say dey gwine do it, but ole Brer Babbit, he crope oflE 
whar der wnz a cool place under some jimson weeds, 
en dar he sot wukkin his mind how he 
gwineter git dus' out'n dat rock. Bime- 
by, w'ile he wuz a settin' dar, up he 
jump en crack his heels tergedder en 
sing out : 

** * Make a bow ter de Buzzard en 
den ter de Crow, 

Takes a limber-toe gemmun fer 
ter jump Jim Crow/ 




en wid dat he put out for Brer 

Coon house en borrer his slip 

pers. Wen Sat'day evenin' 

come, dey wuz all dere. Miss 

Meadows en de gals, dey wuz 

dere ; en Brer Coon, en Brex 

Fox, en Brer Possum, en Brer 

Tarrypin, dey wuz dere." 

^ Where was the Babbit ? " the little boy asked. 

^Tonk'n put yo' 'pennunce in ole Brer Rabbit," 
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the old man replied, with a chuckle. ^ He wns dere, 
but he shnfiSe up kinder late, kase w'en Mim Meadowi 
en de ballance nn am done gone down ter de place, Brer 
Sabbit, he crope 'roan' ter de aeh-hopper, en fill Brer 
Coon slippers fall er aahes, en deok he tock'n pat nm on 
en march ofL He got dar atter Vile, en Boon's liiaB 
Meadows en de gals seed 'im, dej np'n giggle, en make 
a great 'miration kaze Brer Babbit got on slippers. 
Brer Fox, he so smart, he holler oat, he did, ext say 
he lay Brer Babbit got de groan'-eatch, bat Brer Bab- 
bit, he sorter shet one eye, he did, en say, sezee : 

^ * I bin so oseter ridin' hoes-back, ez dese ladies 
knows, dat I'm gittin' sorter tender-footed ; ' en dey 
don't hear much mo' fam Brer Fox dat day, kaze he 
'member how Brer Babbit done bin en rid him ; en hit 
'az des 'boat mach ez Miss Meadows en de gals coold 
do fer ter keep der snickers fom gittin' ap a 'stnrbanoe 
'mong de congergashan. Bat, never mine dat, old 
Brer Rabbit, he wax dar, en he so brash dat leetle mo' 
en he'd er grab ap de slndge-hanmier en er open ap de 
racket 'fo' ennybody gnn de word ; bat Brer Fox, he 
•hove Brer Babbit oat'n de way en pick ap de sladge 
hisse'f . Now den," continned the old man, with pretty 
mach the air of one who had been the master of similar 
ceremonies, "de progance waz dish yer: Eve'y gent 
wer ter have th'ee licks at de rock, en da gent w'at fetch 
de das' he wer de one w'at gwineter take de pick er de 
gals. Ole Brer Fox, he grab de slndge-hammer, he did, 
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en he come down on de rock — tUm ! No doe' ain't 
eome. Den he draw back en down he come ag'in— ^ 

hlam! No dna' ain't coma 
Dan he spit in hi& ban^s^ en 




give ^er a bi^^ swing 
en down she eome — At«r* 
hlap! En yit no das' 
ain't flew'd. Den Brer PoBsnm he make trinl, en 
Brer Coon, en all de ballunce nn mn 'cep' Brer Tar- 
rypin, en he 'low dat he got a crick in his neck. 
Den Brer Rabbit, he grab holt er de elndge, en he lipt 
np in de a'r en come down on de rock all at de eame 
time-^{no / — en de ashes, dej flew'd np so, dey did, 
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dmt Brer Fox, he tuck'n had a sneezin'' spell, en Vif 
Meadows en de gals dej up'n koff. Th'ee times Brer 
Babbit jump up en crack his heels tergedder en come 
down wid de sludge-hammer — ker-Uamf—en eve'y 
time he jump up, he holler out : 

^ ^ Stan' fudder, ladies ! Ter come de dus' 1 ' en sho 
nnff, de dus' come. 

'' Leas'wajs," continued Uncle Remus, '^ Brer Bab- 
bit got one er de gals, en dej had a weddin' en a big 
infa'r." 

" Which of the girls did the Babbit marry t " asked 
the little boy, dubiously. 

" I did year tell un 'er name," replied the old man, 
with a great affectation of interest, "but look like I 
done gone en fergit it off'n my mine. £f I don't dis- 
remember," he continued, " hit wuz Miss Molly Cotton- 
tail, en I speck we better let it go at dat" 



A PLANTATION WITCH. 

The next time the little boy got permission to call 
upon Uncle Bemus, the old man was sitting in his 
door, with his elbows on his knees and his face 
buried in his hands, and he appeared to be in great 
trouble. 
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" Wliaf 8 the matter, Uncle Bernus ? '* the youngster 
asked. 

" NuflE de matter, honey — mo' dan dey*s enny kyo 
fer. Ef dey ain't some qnare gwines on 'roan' dis 
place I ain't name Bemus." 

The serious tone of the old man caused the litde 
boy to open his eyes. The moon, just at its full, cast 
long, vague, wavering shadows in front of the cabin. 
A colony of tree-frogs somewhere in the distance were 
treating their neighbors to a serenade, but to the little 
boy it sounded like a chorus of lost and long-forgotten 
whistlers. The sound was wherever the imagination 
chose to locate it — ^to the right, to the left, in the air, 
on the ground, far away or near at hand, but always 
dim and always indistinct Something in Uncle Be- 
mus's tone exactly fitted all these surroundings, and the 
child nestled closer to the old man. 

" Yasser," continued Unde Bemus, with an ominous 
sigh and mysterious shake of the head, '^ ef dey ain't 
some quare gwines on in dish yer naberhood, den Fm 
de ball-headest creetur 'twix* dis en nex' Jinawerry wui 
a year 'go, w'ich I knows I ain't Dat's what" 

" What is it, Uncle Bemus ? '' 

" I know Mars John bin drivin' Cholly sorter hard 
ter-day, en I say ter myse'f dat I'd drap 'roun' 'bout dus' 
en fling nodder year er com in de troff en kinder gin 
'im a techin' up wid de kurrier-koam ; en bless grashus 1 
I ain't bin in de lot mo'n a minnit 'fo' I seed sump'n 
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wuz WTODg wid de hots, And iho' nnff dar wnc his mua 
full er witch-fetirmpa," 

" FuU of what, Unde Eemiw !" 
^ Full er witch-«tirnip«y honey. Ain't yon seed no 
witch-fitirrupe ? Well, w'en you see two stran' er ha'r 
tied tergedder in a boss's mane, dar you see a witch- 
stirrup, en, mo'n dat, dat hoss done bin rid by um." 

** Do you reckon they have been riding Charley!" 
inquired the little boy. 

" Co't^e, honey. Tooby sho dey is. Wat dse dcy 
bindoin'l" 

** Did you ever see a witch, Uncle Remus ? " 
^ Dat ain't needer yer ner dar. Wen I see ooon 
track in de branch, I know de coon bin 'long dar.** 

The argument seemed unanswerable, and the little 
boy asked, in a confidential tone : 

" Uncle Remus, what are witches like ? " 

**Dey comes diffunt," responded the cautious old 

darkey. "Dey comes en 

dey cunjus fokes. Squinch- 

owl hoUer eve'y time he see a 

witch, en w'en you hear de 

dog howlin' in de middle er de 

night, one un um's mighty ap^ 

ter be prowlin' 'roun'. Cunjun fokes 

kin tell a witch de minnit dey lays der 

eyes on it, but dem w'at ain't cunjxm, hif a 

mighty hard ter tell w'en dey see one, kaze dey might 
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oome in, de 'pearunce nn a cow en all kinder cree- 
tors. I ain't bin nseter no cnnjun my8e'f,,but I bin 
Kvirf long nuff fer ter know Ven yon ^ meets np wid 
a big black cat in de middle er de road, wid jailer 
eyeballg, dars yo' witch fresh 
frU^ fum de Ole Boy, En, fndder- 

mo\ 1 know dat Hain't 




proned 
inter no 
dogs fef 
ter ketch de rabbit 
w'at nse in a berryin'- 
gronn'. Dey er de mos' ongodlies' creetnrs w'at you 
ever laid eyes on," continued Uncle Bemns, with nnc- 
tion. " Down dar in Putmon County yo' Unk Jeems, 
he make like he gwineter ketch wunner dem dar grave- 
yard rabbits. Sho nuff, out he goes, en de dogs aint 
12 
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no mo'n got ter de place f o' up jump de old rabbit rigbt 
'moDg um, en atter mnnin' 'ronn' a time or two, she 
skip right up ter Mars Jeems, en Mars Jeems, he dea 
pat de gon-bairl right on 'er en lammed aloose. Hit 
tored np de gronn' aU 'roun', en de dogs, dey rash up, 
but dey wa'n't no rabbit dar ; but bimeby Mars Je^ns, 
he seed de dogs tuckin' der tails 'tween der legs, en he 
look up, en dar wuz de rabbit caperin' 'roun' on a toom* 
atone, en wid dat Mars Jeems say he sorter feel like de 
time done come Ven yo' gran'ma was 'specktin' un him 
home, en he call off de dogs en put out But dem wuz 
ha'nts. Witches is deze yer kinder fokes wat kin drap 
der body en change inter a cat en a wolf en all kinder 
creeturs." 

^^ Papa says there ain't any witches," the little boy 
interrupted. 

^^ Mars John ain't Uto long ez I is," said Uncle 
Bemus, by way of comment. " He ain't bin broozin' 
'roun' all hours er de night en day. I know'd a nigger 
Vich his brer wuz a witch, kaze he up'n tole me how 
he tiHK II kyo'd 'im ; en he kyo'd 'im good, mon." 

*' How was that ? " inquired the little boy. 

**nit seem like," continued Uncle Bemus, "dat 
witch fokes is got a slit in de back er de neck, en w'en 
dey wanter change derse'f, dey des pull de hide over 
der head same ez if 'twuz a shut, en dar dey is." 

^* Do they get out of their skins I " asked the little 
hoff in an awed tone. 
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" Tooby eho, honey. You see yo' pa pull his shut 
o£E t Well, dat dez 'zaekly de way dey duz. But dish 
yere nigger w'at I'm tellin' you 'bout, he kyo'd his brer 
de ve'y fus pass he made at him. Hit got so dat f okes 
in de settlement didn't ha^e no peace. De chilluns 'ud 
wake up in de mawnins wid der ha'r tangle up, en wid 
scratches on um like dey bin thoo a brier-patch, twel 
bimeby one day de nigger he 'low dat he'd set up dat 
night en keep one eye on his brer; en sho' nufi dat 
night, des ez de chickens waz crowin' fer twelve, up 
jump de brer an pull off his skin en sail out'n de house 
in de shape un a bat, en w'at duz de nigger do but grab 
up de hide, en turn it wrongsudout'ards en sprinkle it 
wid salt Den he lay down en watch fer ter see w'at 
de news wuz gwineter be. Des 'f o' day yer come a big 
black cat in de do', en de nigger git ap, he did, en 
druT her away. Simeby, y^r come a big black dog 
snuffin' roun', en de nigger up wid a chunk en lammed 
'im side er de head. Den a squinch-owl lit on de koam 
er de house, en de nigger jam de shovel in de fier en 
make 'im flew away. Las', yer come a great big black 
wolf wid his eyes shinin' like fier coals, en he grab de 
hide and rush out. 'Twa'n't long 'f o' de nigger year 
his brer holler'n en squallin', en he tuck a light, he did, 
en went out, en dar wuz his brer des a waller'n on de 
groun' en squirmin' 'roun', kaze de salt on de skin wuz 
stingin' wuss'n ef he had his britches lineded wid 
jaller-jackets. By nex' mawnin' he got so he could 
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sorter shuffle 'l<mg, but he gun up cunjan, en ef dere 
was ennj mo' witches in dst settlement dey kep' 
■ughtj close, en dst nigger he ain't sknnt hisee'f no 
ISO* not endurin' er mj 'membonce." 

The resnlt of this was that Uncle Bemns had to 
take the little boj by the hand and go with him to 
the ^^ big house," which the old man was not loath to 
do ; and, whea the child went to bed, he lay awake a 
long time expecting an unseemly visitation from some 
mysterious source. It soothed him, however, to hear 
the strong, musical voice of his sable patron, not very 
far away, tenderly contoiding with a lusty tune ; and 
to this accompaniment the little boy dropped asleep : 

•Hit's eighteen hnnder'd, fortj-en-eight, 
Christ done mmde dat crooked wmj straight- 
En I don't wanter stay here no longer; 
Hit's eighteen hnnder'd, fortj-en-nine, 
ChihA done turn dat water inter wine- 
En I don't wanter stay hen no longer.'' 



zxxn. 

Upon his next visit to Unde Kcmus, the little boy 
was exceedingly anxious to know more about witcheSi 

* This storj is popular on the coast and among the rioe-planta- 
tioiifl» and, sinoe the poUiostion of some of the animal-myths in ttas 
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but ttM old num pridei^j refrained from exdting the 
j(mngfiteg^B iisagixiatioii sdj farther in that direction. 
Uncle BemuB had a board aerosB his kp, and, armed 
liith a mallet and a shoe-knife, was engaged in making 
dioe-pegs. 

^' Wiles I wna crossin' de Inranch des now/' he 
said, endeavoring to change the subject, ^^I come up 
wid a Jacaky-my-lantam^ en she woz bn'nin' wnss'n a 
bnneh er lightnin'-bogs, mon. I know'd she wnz a 
&dn' fer ter lead me inter dat qnogmire down in de 
swamp, en I steer'd cie^T on 'er. Yasser. I did dat. 
Ton ain't never seed no Jacky-my-lantems, is 70% 
honejt" 

The little boy never had, but he had heard of them, 
and he wanted to know what they were, and thereupon 
Unde Bemns proceeded to tdl him. 

^ One time," said the <dd darkey, transferring hia 
q>ectaeles from his nose to the top of his head and 
leaning his elbows upon his peg-board, ^^ dere wni a 
blacksmxf man, en dish yer blacksmif man, he tnck'n 
stuck clos^ by his dram dan he did by his beUus. 
Monday mawnin' he'd git on a spree, ^1 all dat week 
he'd be on a spree, &a de nex' Monday noawnin' he'd 
tak6 a fresh start Bimeby, one day, atter de black- 

newspapon, I bftye rMeired a Tereion of it from a plsDter in sontb- 
wBt Qtorgi*; bal it aeems to me to be aa intruder among the 
genains myth-stories of the negroes. It is a trifle too elaborate. 
NeTertheless, it is told upon the plantations with greait gosto, and 
Ikere are MtmanX venaans in oircvliitkuu 
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smif bin spreein' 'roan' en cuBsin' migbt'ly, he hear a 
sorter rostlin' fnis at de do', en in walk de Bad Man." 

" Who, Uncle RemuB ? " the little boy asked. 

"De Bad Man, honey; de Ole Boy hisse'f right 
freah from de ridjon w'at you year Miss Sally readin' 
'bout He done hide his hawns, en his tail, en his 
hoof, en he come dress np like w'ite f okes. He tuck 
off his hat en he bow, en den he tell de blacksmif who 
he is, en dat he done come atter 'im. Den de black- 
smif, he gon ter cry en beg, en he beg so hard en he 
cry so loud dat de Bad Man say he make a trade wid 
Im. At de een' er one year de sperit er de blacksmif 
mxz to be his'n en endnrin' er dat time de blacksmif 
mas' pat in his hottes' licks in de intrass er de Bad 
Man, en den he pat a spell on de cheer de blacksmif 
was settin' in, en on his slndge-hammer. De man 
w'at sot in de cheer conldn't git ap less'n de black- 
smif let 'im, en de man w'at pick ap de sladge 'ad 
hatter keep on knockin' wid it twel de blacksmif say 
qait ; en den he gan 'im money plenty, en off he pat 

" De blacksmif, he sail in f er ter have his fan, en he 
have so mach dat he done clean forgot 'boat his con- 
track, bat bimeby, one day he look down de road, en 
dar he see de Bad Man comin', en den he know'd de 
year waz oat Wen de Bad Man got in de do', de 
blacksmif waz poandin' 'way at a hoss-ehoe, bat he 
wa'n't so bizzy dat he didn't ax 'im in. De Bad Man 
sorter do like he ain't got no time f er ter tarry, bat de 
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blacksmif say he got some little jobs dat he bleedzd ter 

finish np, en den he ax de Bad Man fer ter set down a 

minnit; en de Bad Man, he 

tnck'u 30t down, en he sot / ^^ 

in dat cheer w'at he \ J ^~^ 




fan at de Bad Man, 
en he ax him don't he 
want a dram, en won't he hitch his cheer np little 
nigher de fier, en de Bad Man, he beg en he beg, 
but 'twan't doin' no good, kase de blacksmif 'low 
dat he gwineter keep 'im dar twel he promns dat he 
let 'im off one year mo', en, sho nuff, de Bad Man 
promns dat ef de blacksmif let 'im np he gi^e 'im 
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ft D'er •howin'. 80 den de blfteknnif gun de wnd, 6Q 
de Bftd Man n'nter off down de big road, settin' 
traps en lajin' his proganoe fer ter ketch mo' ainnen. 

^^ De nex' jear hit paas same like t'er one. At de 
'p'inted time yer come de Ole Boy atter de blackmif, 
bnt still de blacksmif had some jobs dat he bleedcd ter 
finish up, en he ax de Bad Man fer ter take holt er de 
alndge en he'p 'im ont ; ea de Bad Man, he 'low dat 
r'er'n be disperlite, he don't keer ef he do hit 'er a biff 
er two ; en wid dat he grab np de sludge, en dar he 
wnz 'gin, kaae he done conjn'd de sludge so dat who* 
•omedeTer took 'er up oan't put 'er down leas'n de 
blackmif say de wud. Dey perlarer'd dar, dey did, 
twel bimeby de Bad Man he up'n let 'im off n'er 
year. 

*^ Well^ den, dat year pass same es fer one. Monf 
in en monf out dat man wax roUin' in dram, en 
bimeby yer oome de Bad Man. De blacksmif cry en 
he holler, en he rip 'roun' en far his faa'r, but hit dea 
Kke he didn't, kase de Bad Man grab 'im up en cram 
Mm in a bag en tote 'im off. Wiles dey wuz gwine 
'long dey oome up wid a passel er fokea w'at wux 
bavin' wunner dexe yer fote er July bobbyenea, en de 
Ole Boy, he 'low dat maybe he kin git some mo' game, 
en w'at do he do but jine in wid um. He jinee in en 
he talk poUtios same like t'er fokes, twel bimeby din* 
nertime eome 'roun', en dey ax 'im up, wMoh 'greed 
wid his stnmmuck, en he poxxit his bag undemeed de 
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tible longside de udder bags w'at de hongry f okes'd 
bniBg. 

*^ No sooDer did de Uackonif git baok on de groun' 
dan he 'gnn ter wnk his way enter de bag. He crope 
onty he didy en den he tuek'n diange de bag. He 
tndc'n tuck a n'er bag en laj it down whar dish yer 
bag wnz, en den he crope outer de crowd en lay low in 
de underbred 

"Las', Ven de time come fer ter go, de Ole Boy up 
wid his bag en dung her on his shoulder, en off he put 
fer de Bad Place. Wen he got dar he tuck'n drap de 
bag ofTn his back en call up de imps^ en dey des come 
ft squallin' en a caperin', w'ich I speck dey mus* a bin 
hongry. Leas'ways dey des swawm'd 'roun', hoUerin 
out: 

" ' Daddy, Vat you brung— daddy, w'at you brung t ' 

^80 den dey open de bag, en lo en beholes, out 
jump a big bull-dog, en de way he shuck dem little 
imps wuz a caution, en he kep' on gnyawin' un um 
twel de Ole Boy open de gate en tu*n 'im out" 

"And what became of the blacksmith?" the little 
boy asked, as Uncle Eemos paused to suufE the candle 
with his fingers. 

t " Tm drivin' on Voun', honey. Atter 'long time, 
de blacksmif he tuck'n die, en w'en he go ter de Oood 
Place de man at de gate dunner who he is, en he can'^. 
squeeze in. Den he go down ter de Bad Place, en 
knock. De Ole Boy, he look out, he did, en he 
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knowM de blackBmif de minnit he laid eyes on 'im ; 
but he shake his head en say, sezee: 

"' 1 uu 11 hatter skuze me, Brer 
Blackaniif, kase I don had 'spennoe 
■lunger you. You'll hatter go som- 
e'rs else ef you wanter raise 
enny racket,' sezee, en wid 
dat he shet de do\ 
** En dey do say," continued 
Uncle Bemus, with unc- 
tion, ^^dat sence dat day 
de blacksmif bin sorter 
huv'rin' 'roun' 'twix* 
de heavens en de 
ye'th, en dark nights 
he shine out so fokes 
call 'im Jacky-my-lan- 
tun. Dat's Vat dey 
tells me. Hit may be 
wrong er't maybe right, 
but dat- a w'at I years." 
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JLXXIIL 
WRY THE NEGRO IS BLACS: 

One night, while the little boy was watching Uncle 
Remus twisting and waxing some shoe-thread, he made 
what appeared to him to be a very curious discovery. 
He discovered that the palms of the old man's hands 
were as white as his own, and the fact was such a source 
of wonder that he at last made it the subject of remark* 
The response of Uncle Bemus led to the earnest recittd 
of a piece of unwritten history that must prove inter- 
esting to ethnologists. 

" Tooby sho de pa'm er my ban's w'ite, honey," he 
quietly remarked, " en, w'en it come tor dat, dey wuz 
a time w'en all de w'ite folks 'uz black — blacker dan 
me, kaze I done bin yer so long dat I bin sorter bleach 
out" 

The little boy laughed. He thought Uncle Bemus 
was making him the victim of one of his jokes ; but 
the youngster was never more mistaken. The old 
man was serious. Nevertheless, he failed to rebuke 
the ill-timed mirth of the child, appearing to be alto- 
gether engrossed in his work. After a while he re- 
sumed : 

" Yasser. Fokes dunner w'at bin yit, let 'lone w'at 
gwineter be. Niggers is niggers now, but de time wu2 
w'en we 'uz all niggers tergedder." 
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" When was that, Unde Remus t " 

^ Way baok jander. In dem times we '02 all na 
us black ; we '02 all niggers teigedder, en 'cordin' ter 
all de 'counts Vat I years f okee 'uz gittin 'long 'bout ex 
wdl in dem days ei dey is now. Bat atter 'w% de 
news come dat dere wux a pon' er water some'rs in de 
naberhood, w'ioh ef dey'd git inter dey'd be wadi off 
aioe en w'ite, en den one nn um, be fine de pkoe en 
make er aplonge inter de pon', en oome ont w'ite a a 
town gaL En den, Uess graahns I w'en de f okea seed 
it, dey make a break fer de pon', en dem w'at woa de 
aoopless^ dey got in fas' en dey oome out w'ite ; en 
w'at wuz de nex' soopless, dey got in nex*, en dey i 
out merlatters ; en dey wui sech a crowd un um dat 
dey mighty nigh use de water up, w'ich w'en den 
yuthers oome 'long, de merest dey oould do wns ter 
paddle about wid der foots en dabble in it wid der 
ban's. Dem wuz de niggers, en down ter dis day dqr 
ain't no w'ite 'bout a nigger 'ceppin de pa'ms er der 
ban's en de soles er der foot" 

The little boy seemed to be Tery much interested in 
this new account of the origin of races, and he made 
tome further inquiries, which elicited from Unole Ba- 
mus the following additional particulars : 

^^ De Injan en de Chinee got ter be 'counted 'kng 
ar de merlatter. I ain't seed no Chinee dat I knows 
nn, but dey tells me dey er sorter 'twix* a brown en n 
hrindle. Dey er all merlatters." 
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^^ But mamma eajs the Chinese have straight hair," 
the little boy suggested. 

^'Oo'se, honey," the old man nnhesitatinglj re- 
sponded, '^ dem w'at git ter de pon' time nnff fer ter 
git der head in de water, de water hit onkink der haV. 
Hit bleedkl ter be dat away.'' 



zzxrr. 

THE SAD FATE OF MB. FOX. 

" Now, den/' said Uncle Bemns, with nnnsnal 
gravity, as soon as the little boy, by taking his seat, 
announced that he was ready for the evening's enter- 
tainment to begin ; " now, den, dish yer tale Vat I'm 
agwine ter gin you is de las' row er stumps, sho. Dish 
yer's whar ole Brer Fox los* his breflE, en he ain't fine it 
no mo' down ter dis day." 

" Did he kill himself. Uncle Remus ? " the little boy 
asked, with a curious air of concern. 

^ Hole on dar, honey ! " the old man exclaimed, 
with a great affectation of alarm ; ^' hole on dar ! 
Wait! Gimme room I I don't wanter tell yon no 
story, en ef you keep shovin* me forrerd, I mout git 
some er de f acks mix up 'mong deyse'f . You gotter 
gimme room en you gotter gimme time." 

The little boy had uo other premature ones- 
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lions to ask, and, after a panse, Uncle Bnniis re^ 
somed: 

" Well, den, one day Brer Rabbit go ter Brer Fox 
house, he did, en he put up mighty po' mouf . He say 
his ole 'oman sick, en his Chilians cole, en de fier done 
gone ont Brer Fox, he feel bad 'bout dis, en he tuck'n 
s'ply Brer Rabbit widder chunk er fier. Brer Rabbit 
see Brer Fox cookin' some nice beef, en his mouf gun 
ter water, but he take de fier, he did, en he put out 
to'rds home ; but present'y yer he come back, en he say 
de fier done gone out Brer Fox 'low dat he want er 
invite to dinner, but he don't say nuthin', en bimeby 
Brer Rabbit he up'n say, sezee : 

" ' Brer Fox, whar you git so much nice beef I * 
sezee, en den Brer Fox he up'n 'spon', sezee : 

" * You come ter ray house ter-morrer ef yo' fokes 
ain't too sick, en I kin show you whar you kin git 
plenty beef mo' nicer dan dish yer,' sezee : 

" Well, sho nuff, de nex' day f otch Brer Rabbit, en 
Brer Fox say, sezee : 

^^ ^ Der's a man down yander by Miss Meadows's 
w'at got heap er fine cattle, en he gotter co^ name 
Bookay,' sezee, 'en you des go en say Boolcay^ en she'll 
open her mouf, en you kin jump in en git des as much 
meat ez you kin tote,' sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

" * Well, I'll go 'long,' sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 'en 
you kin jump fus' en den I'll come follerin' atter,' sezee. 

" Wid dat dey put out, en dey went promemadin' 
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*ronn' 'mong de cattle, dey did, twel bimeby dey struck 
np wid de one dey wnz atter. Brer Fox, he up, he did, 




en holler Boo- 

kay^ en de 

.^^ cow flong 'er 

mouf widii 

open. Shonufl, 

in dey jump, 

en w-cn dey got 

dar, Brer Fox, 

he eayj eejee ; 

" * You kin 

cut moe' enny. 

wheree. Brer Eabbit, but don't cut 'roun' de hadett,' 

sezee. 

" Den Brer Eabbit, he holler back, he did : * I'm a 
gitten me out a roas'n-piece,' sezee. 

" * Roas'n, er bakin', er f ryin',' sez Brer Fox, sezee, 
* don't git too nigh de haslett,' sezee. 

" Dey cut en dey kyarved, en dey kyarved en dey 
cut, en w'iles dey wuz cuttin' en kyarvin', en slashin' 
'way, Brer Eabbit, he tuck'n hacked inter de haslett, 
en wid dat down fell de cow dead. 
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"" ' Ni/w, dM,* MS Br«r Fox, < we cr gone, 




'' ' W*At we fprioe doT' les Brer Rabbit, 

''* ril Kit la do maoi; aw Brer Fox, 'en joall 
jump lu dci ipUV i^Mee. 

'* Nov' mawnln' jer ernn de mmn w'at de cow 
b*lMii|( Uir, an bo ax who kill Bookay. Nobody donH 
my iiuUiln*. Den do man say he'll cut 'or open en see, 
011 (l(iii hn whirl in, en twan't no time 'fo' he had 'er 
inliuU upread ooL Brer Rabbity he crope ont'n de 
Ifall, v\\ Miiy» tc^MH^ : 

«** MiMor MhuI Oh, Mister Mini Fll tell you 
who kill yu oow. You look in de maul, en dar yoa'D 

'* W \k\ \\\\i de man taok a stick and lam down on de 
Hviul iv> hutxl iki ho kill Brer Fox stone^ead. W^en 
HriM* KaI^Mc iKy» Uror Fox wni laid ont fer good* he 
v^Mi^v IvVo ho mi^litv «K\rry, on he up*n ax de man fer 
\^vi Ko\ Sswi. Maa ;?4t he ain\ keerin\ en dea Brer 
\%mhbi% %\J^A>A bfttn^: i; Ut l^r\^r Fox hocse. Dar ke 
•M ^ \itm IW tn W t^r, 'tr sU: i^ coee fc«ch bcr 
m— ■ <t b^vi w'*! W %vV WAa ^^a; Vr. i««t oe aat 
$.-- 4 ai Ti Xwxi >Ne jv^ >fr «;ii: ::. 

••ii *^ ^a» ^i^y ^-"^ ' "^^ r .^ "it? wra xi;cicy 



^ 
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dat 1m Bot op a howl en tola hk mammy. Miss Fox, 
she git mighty mad Ven she fine die oookin' her ole 
man head, en she call np de d<^ she did, en sickt em 
on Brer Babbit ; en ole Miss Fox en Tobe en de dogs, 
dey pnsh Brer Babbit so close dat be hatter take a 
holler tree. Miss Fox, she tell Tobe fer ter stay dar 
en mine Brer Babbit, Vile she goes en git de ax, en 
Ven she gone. Brer Babbit, he tole Tobe ef he go ter 
de branch en git 'im a drink er water dat he'll gin 'im a 
dollar. Tobe, he put oat, he did, en bring some water 
in his hat, but by de time he got back Brer Babbit 
done out en gone. Ole Miss Fox, she eat and cot twel 
down come de tree, bat no Brer Babbit dar. Den she 
lay de blame on Tobe, en she say she gwineter ladi 
'im, en Tobe, he pat oat en ran, de ole 'oman atter 
Im. Bimeby, he come ap wid Brer Babbit, en sot 
down fer to tell 'im how 'twoz, en whiles dey was a 
iettin' dar, yer come ole Muss Fox a slippin' ap en 
grab am bofe. Den she tell am w'at she gwine do. 
Brer Babbit she gwineter kill, en Tobe she gwineter 
faun ef its de las' aek. Den Brer Babbit sez, sezee : 

^^ ^ £f yoa please, ma'am. Miss Fox, lay me on de 
grinestone eo groan' off my nose so I can't smell no 
Mo' w'en I'm dead.' 

^* Miss Fox, she tack dis ter be a good idee, en die 

foteh bofe on am ter de grinestone, eo set am ap on 

it so dat she oooM groan' off Brer BM)bit nose. Den 

Ba*er Babbit, he ap^n say, sezee: 
18 
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" * Ef yon please, ma'am, Miss Fox, Tobe he kin 
torn de handle whiles yon goes atter some water fer ter 
wet de grinestone,' sezee. 

" Co'ee, soon'z Brer 




atter de water, he jump down en put out, en dis time 
he git clean away." 

'^ And was that the last of the Babbit, too. Uncle 
Bemus?" the little boy asked, with something like a 
fiigh. 

" Don't push me too close, honey," responded the 
old man ; ^' don't shove me up in no comder. I don't 
wanter tell you no stories. Some say dat Brer Bab- 
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hit's ole 'oman died f nm eatin' eome pizen-weed, en dat 
Brer Babbit married ole Miss Fox, en some say not 
Some tells one tale en some tells nndder ; some say dat 
fnm dat time forrer'd de Babbits en de Foxes make 
f rien's en stay so ; some say dey kep on qnollin'. Hit 
look like it mixt. Let dem tell yon Vat knows. Bat 
Vat I years yon gits it straight like I yeard if 

There was a long panse, which was finally broken 
by the old man : 

"Hit's 'gin de rules fer you ter be noddin' yer, 
honey. Bimeby you'll drap off en I'll hatter tote yon 
np ter de big 'ouse- I hear dat baby cryin', en bimeby 
Miss Sally'U fly up en be a holler'n atter you." 

" Oh, I wasn't asleep," the little boy replied. " I 
was just thinking." 

"Well, dafs diffunt," said the old man. "Ef 
you'll clime up on my back," he continued, speaking 
softly, " I speck I ain't too ole fer ter be yo' boss fnm 
yer ter de house. Many en many's de time dat I toted 
yo' Unk Jeems dat away, en Mars Jeems wuz heavier 
•ot dan w'at you is." 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 







PLANTATION PROVERBS. 



Bia 'possnm clime little tree. 
Bern w'at eats kin saj grace. 
Ole man Know- All died las' year. 
Better de gravy dan no grease 'tall. 
Dram ain't good twel yon git it 
Lazy fokes' stommncks don't git tired. 
Bhenmatiz don't he'p at de log-roUin' 

(178) 
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Mole don't lee Vat Yns naber doin'. 

SftTO de pacin' mar' f er Sunday. 

DonH rain ere'/ time de pig sqaeaL 

Crow en com can't grow in de same fieP. 

Tattlin' 'oman can't make de bread rise. 

Bails split 'f o' bre'kf ns' '11 season de dinner. 

Dem w'at knows too mnch sleeps nnder de ash-hopper. 

Ef yon wanter see yo' own sins, dean np a new gronn'. 

Hog dnnner wMch part nn 'im'll season de tnmip salad. 

Hit's a blessin' de w'ite sow don't shake de plnm-tree. 

"Winter grape sour, whedder you kin reach 'im or not. 

Highly po' bee dat don't make mo' honey dan he want; 

Kwishius on mule's foots done gone out er ^fw>^iiTi. 

Pigs dunno w'at a pen's fer. 

Possum's tail good as a paw. 

Dogs don't bite at de front gate. 

Colt in de barley-patch kick high. 

Jay-bird don't rob his own nes'. 

Pullet can't roost too high for de owL 

Meat fried 'f o' day won't las' twel night 

Stump water won't kyo de gripes. 

De howlin' dog know w'at he sees. 

Bline boss don't fall w'en he foUers de bit 

Hongry nigger won't w'ar his maul out 

Don't fling away de empty wallet. 

Black-snake know de way ter de hin nes'. 

Looks won't do ter split rails wid. 

Settin' hens don't hanker arter fresh aiga. 
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Tater-yine growin' Vile you deep. 

Hit take two birds f er to make a nee'. 

£f jou bleedzd ter eat dirt, eat clean dirt 

Tarrypin walk fast 'naff f er to go visitin'. 

Empty smoke-house makes de pullet holler. 

Wen coon take water he fixin' fer ter fight 

Com makes mo' at de mill dan it does in de crib. 

Good luck say : " Op'n yo' mouf en shet yo^ 
eyes." 

^iggei* dat gets hurt wukkin oughter show d6 
fikyars. 

Fiddlin' nigger say hif s long ways t»r de dance. 

Booster makes mo' racket dan oe hin w'at lay 
de aig. 

Meller mush-million hollers at you fum oyer de 
fence. 

Nigger wid a pocket-han'kcher better be looked 
atter. 

Rain-crow dou^t sing no chune, but youk'n 'pen' 
on 'im. 

One-eyed mule can't be handled on de bline side. 

Moon may shine, but a lightered knot's mighty 
handy. 

lacker talks mighty loud w'en it git loose fum de 

De proudness un a man don't count w'en his head's 
eold. 

Hongry rooster don't cackle w'en he fine a wum. 
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Some niggers mighty smart, but dej can't drnre de 
pidgins ter rooe'. 

You may know de way, but better keep yo' eyes on 
de seven stairs. 

All de buzzards in de settlement 11 come to de gray 
mule's funeral. 

Youk'n hide de fier, but w'at you gwine do wid de 
smoke? 

Ter-morrow may be de carridge-driver's day for 
ploughin*. 
-mF , *^ Hit's a mighty deaf nigger dat 

don't year de dinner-ho'n. 

Hit takes a bee fer ter git de 
sweetness out'n de hoar-houn' bloe- 
eotn. 

Ha'nts don't bodder longer hones' 
folks, but you better go 'roun' de 
grave-yard. 

li De pig dat runs off wid de 

year er com gits little mo' dan 

de cob. 

** Sleepin' in de fence-oom- 

|\^ der don't fetch Chrismus in de 

kitchen. 

De spring-house may f reeze, 
but de niggers 'U keep de shuck-pen warm. 
'Twix' de bug en de bee-martin 'tain't hard ter tell 
w'ich gwineter git kotch. 
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Don't ^spute wid de squinch-owL Jam de ahoyel 
in de fier. 

You'd see mo' er de mink ef he knoVd whar de 
yard dog sleeps. 

Troubles is seasonin'. 'Simmons ain't go0d twel 
dey 'er fros'-bit 

aWatch out Ven jou'er gittin all you want Fat» 
tenin' hogs ain't in lucL 
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^ Oh, whar shili we go Ven de great day 
comes, 

Wid de blowin' er de tmmpits en de 
bangin' er de dmmst 
How many po' siimers'll be kotcbed out late 
En fine no latch ter de golden gate f 

No nse f er ter wait twel ter-morrer I 
De son mnsn't set on 70' sorrer, 
Sin's es sharp ez a bamboo-brier — 
Oh, Lord I fetch de mo'ners up higher I 

Wen de nashnns er de earf is a stan'in all aronn\ 

Who's a gwineter be choosen fer ter w'ar de glory- 
crown t 

Who's a gwine fer ter stan' stiff-kneed en bol'. 

En answer to der name at de callin' er de roll ! 

Ton better come now ef yon comin' — 

Ole Satnn is loose en a bnmmin' — 

De wheels er distmckshnn is a hammin' — 

Oh) come long, sinner, ef yon comin' I 
asi) 
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De song er falyashmi is a ipighty sweet song, 

En de Fdridise win' blow for en blow itrong^ 

En Aberham's boflom, hit's saft en hif s wide. 

En right dai^s de place whar de sinners onghter hide! 

Oh, you nee'nter be a stoppin' en a lookin' ; 

Ef yon fool wid ole Satan you'll git took in ; 

You'll hang on de aidge en get shook in, 

Ef you keep on a stoppin' en a lookin'. 

De time is right now, en dish yer's de place^ 
Let de sun er salvashun shine squar' in yo' face ; 
light de battles er de Lord, fight soon en fight latei 
En you'll allers fine a latch ter de golden gate. 
No use f er ter wait twel ter-morrer, 
De sun musn't set on yo' sorrer — 
Sin's ez sharp ez a bamboo-brier. 
Ax de Lord fer ter fetch you up higherl 



CaMB-MEETING SONG^ 

Om, d« woiril IB roun' en de worril is wide- 
Lord t ^member deze chillun in de momin'— 

* In the dA^s of slarerj, the religious senrioee held hj ths 
tt^iniM who AcconipAaied their owners to the camp-meetingi ^ 
toiTfttb of eonieatiieAa and derotion. 
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£Qf s a mighty long ways up de monntain side, 
En dey ain't no place fer dem sinners fer ter hide^ 
En dey ain't no place whar sin kin abide. 
Wen de Lord shiU come in de momin' I 
Look np en look aronn', 
Fling yo' burden on de groun', 
Hit's a gittin' mighty close on ter momin' I 
Smoove away sin's frown — 
Betch up en git de crown, 
Wat de Lord will fetch in de momin' 1 

De han' er ridem'shun, hit's hilt out ter you — 
Lord I 'member dem sinners in de momin' I 
Hit's a mighty pashent han', but de days is but few^ 
Wen Satun, he'll come a demandin' un his due, 
En de stiS-neck sinners '11 be smotin' all f ru — 
Oh, you better git ready fer de momin' I 
Look up en set yo' face 
Todes de green hills er grace 
To' de sun rises up in de momin' — 
Oh, you better change yo' base, 
Hits yo' soul's las' race 
Fer de glory dat's a comin' in de momin' t 

De farmer gits ready w'en de lan's all plowed 

Fer ter sow dem seeds in de momin' — 
De sperrit may be puny en de flesh may be proud^ 
But you better cut loose fum de scoffln' crowd, 
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En jine deee Christuns what's a cryin' out loud 
Fer de Lord fer ter come in de mominM 
Shout lond en shont long. 
Let de ekkoee ans'er strong. 
Wen de aun rises up in de mominM 
Oh, you allers will be wrong 
Twel you choose ter belong 
Ter de Marster what's a comin' in de momin' 1 



CORN'SHUCKINQ SONG. 

Oh, de fus news you know de day'll be a breakin'— • 

(Hey O! Hi 0! Up'n down de Bangol ♦) 
An* de fier be a bumin' en' de ash-cake a bakin', 

(Hey 0! Hi O! Up'n down de Bangol) 
*An* de hen'U be a hollerin' en de boss 'U be a wakin'— 

(Hey 01 Hi O! Up'n down de Bangol) 
Better git up, nigger, en give yo'se'f a shakin' — 

(Hi O, Miss Sindy Ann!) 

Oh, honey! w'en you see dem ripe stars a faUin' — 
(Hey O! Hi 01 Fp'n down de Bango!) 

* So fkr as I know, ** Bango " is a meaningiea term, introdoood 
^a aoooont pf its sonorous raggedness. 
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Oh, honej ! w^en yon year de rain-crow a callin' — 
(Hey 01 Hi 01 Up'n down de Bangol) 

Oh, honey 1 w'en yon year dat red calf a bawlin'— 
(Hey 1 Hi 1 Up'n down de Bango 1) 

Den de day time's comin', a creepin' en a crawlin'— 
(HiO^MissSindy Annl) 



Fer de W ell en yard * is a hnntin' f er de momin', 

(HiOl git'longl go 'way 1) 
En she'll ketch np widdus 'f o' we ever git dis com 

(Oh, go 'way, Sindy Ann 1) 



Oh, honey 1 w'en yon year dat tin horn a tootin' — 

(Hey 1 Hi 1 Up'n down de Bango 1) 
Oh, honey, Ven yon year de sqninch owl a hootin'— 

(Hey 01 Hi 1 TJp'n down de Bango 1) 
Oh, honey 1 Ven yon year dem little pigs a rootin'— 

(Hey 1 Hi 1 TJp'n down de Bango !) 
Bight den she's a comin' a skippin' en a scootin'-^ 

(Hi O, MisB Sindy Ann 1) 

Oh, honey, w'en yon year dat roan mnle whicker— 
(Hey 1 Hi 1 TJp'n down de Bango 

Wen yon see Mister Moon tnmin' pale en gittbP 
sicker — 
(Hey 01 Hi 01 TJp'n down de Bango 1) 

* The sword and belt in the oonstellatioii of OrioiL 
14 
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Den hit's time f er ter handle dat corn a litUe quicker-^ 
(Hey O I Hi 1 Up'n down de Bango 

£f yon vranter git a smell er old ICarster's jng er 
licker — 
(m O, Miss Sindy Ann 

Fer de los' ell en yard is a hnntin' f er de morning 

(Hi 01 git aong I go 'way 1) 
En she'll ketch np widdns 'f o' we ever git dis com in — 

(Oh, go 'way, Sindy Ann 1) 
Ton niggers 'cross dar I you better stop your dandn' — 

(HeyOl HiOl Up'n down de Bango 1) 
No nse fer ter come a flingin' nn yo' " sha'n'ts" in — 

(Hey 01 Hi 01 Up'n down de Bango 1) 
No nse fer ter come a flingin' nn yo' " can't's " in— 

(Hey 1 Hi 1 Up'n down de Bango 1) 
Eaie dey ain't no time fer yo' pattin' ner yo' prandn' t 

(Hi O, Miss Sindy Ann !) 

Mr. Babbit see de Fox, en he sass nm en jaws nm — 

(Hey O ! Hi 1 Up'n down de Bango !) 
Mr. Fox ketch de Babbit, en he scratch nm en he 
claws nm — 

(Hey O I Hi O ! Up'n down de Bango 1) 
En he tar off de hide, en he chaws nm en he 
gnyaws um — 

(Hey O I Hi O I Up'n down de Bango 1) 
Same like gal chawin' sweet gum en rozznm-^ 

(Hi O, Miss Sindy Ann I) 
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Fer de los' eU en yard is a htmtin' f er de mornin' 

(Hi 01 git'longl go 'way 1) 
En ihe'U ketch np widdns 'f o' we ever git diB com in— 

(Oh, go 'way, Sindy Ann I) 

Ohy work on, boys ! give deze shncks a migh^ 
wringin' — 

(Hey O I Hi O ! Up'n down de Bango !) 
'Fo' de boss come aronn' a dangin' en a dingin'— 

(Hey 1 Hi 1 Up'n down de Bango I) 

Oit np en move aronn' I set dem big han's ter swingin'^- 
(HeyOl HiOl Up'n down de Bango 1) 

Git np'n shont lond I let de w'ite folks year yon singin' 1 
(m O, Miss Sindy Ann !) 

Fer de los' ell en yard is a hnntin' fer de momin' 

(Hi 1 git 'long I go 'way !) 
En she'll ketch up widdns 'f o' we ever git dis com in. 

(Oh, go 'way Sindy Ann 1) 
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IT. 

TEX PLOUGH-SANDS* 80N9. 
(Jaipek Couinrr— 1880.) 

NiOGKH mighty happy w'en he layin' by co'n — 

Dat sud'b a slandn' ; 
Nigger mjghty happy w'en he year de dinner-ho'n — 

Dat son's a slantin' ; 
En he mo' happy still w'en de night draws on — 

Dat sun's a slantin' ; 
Dat sun's a slantin' des ez she's you bo'n I 

En it's rise up. Primus I fetch anudder yell : 
Dat ole dun cow's des a shakin' up 'er bell, 
En de frogs chunin' up 'f o' de jew done fell : 
ChodrnighiyMr.KxIldee! I wUh you mighty v>eU! 
— Mr. KUldee ! I wish you mighty wM ! 
— I wish you m,ighty wM! 

De oo'n 11 be ready 'g'inst dumplin day — 

Dat sun's a slantin' ; 
But nigger gotter watch, en stick, en stay — 

Dat sun's a slantin' ; 
Same ez de bde-martin watchin' un de jay — 

Dat sun's a slantin' ; 
Dat sun's a slantin' en a slippin' away I 

Den it's rise up, Primus ! en gin it t'um strong ; 
De cow's gwine home wid der ding-dang-dong — 
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Sling in anndder tetch er de ole-time song : 
Qood^nigkt^ IfT.WhipperwiU ! dorCt stay long! 
— Mr. WhipperwiU! dcyrit stay long I 
— DovCt stay long! 



CHRISTMAS FLAT-SONQ. 
(Mtbiok Plaoi, Putnam Coumtt— 1858,) 

Hi my rinktnm 1 Black gal sweet. 
Same like goodies Vat de Vite folks eat ; 
Ho my Eiley ! don't yon take'n tell 'er name, 
En den ef snmpin' happen yon won't ketch de blame ; 
Hi my rinktnm t better take'n hide yo' plnm ; 
Joree don't holler eve'y time he fine a wnm. 
Den it's hi my rinktum I 

Don't git no ndder man ; 
En if s ho my Biley I 

Fetch ont Miss Dilsey Ann t 

Ho my Riley t Taller gal fine ; 

She may be yone bnt she oughter be mine ! 

Hi my rinktnm t Lemme git by, 

En see w'at she mean by de cnt er dat eye I 

Ho my Riley I better shet dat do' — 

De w'ite folks '11 bleere we er t'arin np de flo'. 
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Den it's bo m j KOej t 
Come a sif tin' up ter me I 

£n it's hi mj rinktmn I 
Dis de way ter twis' jo' knee I 

Hi my rinktmn I Ain't de eas' gittin' red ? 
De sqninch owl shiver like he wanter go ter bed ; 
Ho my Riley ! bat de gals en de boys, 
Des now gittin' so dey kin sorter make a noise. 
Hi my rinktum ! let de yaller gal 'lone ; 
Niggers don't hanker arter sody in de pone. 
Den it's hi my rinktum 1 

Better try anudder plan ; 
An' it's ho my Riley 1 

Trot out Miss Dilsey Ann I 

Ho my Riley I In de happy Chrismus' time 
De niggers shake der cloze a huntin' fer a dime. 
Hi my rinktum 1 En den dey shake der feet, 
En greaze derse'f wid de good ham meat 
Ho my Riley ! dey eat en dey cram, 
En bimeby ole Miss '11 be a sendin' out de dram. 

Den it's ho my Riley 1 
You hear dat, Sam I 

En it's hi my rinktum ! 
Be a sendin' out de dram 1 
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71. 

PLANTATION PLAY-80N9. 
(Putnam Couktt— 186fi.) 

Hit's a gittin' mighty late, w'en de Ouinnj-hins squall, 
En yon better dance now, ef yon gwineter dance a tall, 
Fer by dis time ter-morrer night you can't hardly crawl, 
Kaze yon'll hatter take de hoe ag'in en likewise de 

manl — 
Don't yon hear dat bay colt a kickin' in his stall I 
Stop yo' hnmpin' np 
yo' sho'lders — 
Daf U never do ! 
Hop light, ladies, 

Oh, Miss Loo I 
Hit takes a heap er 
scrongin' 
Fer ter git yon^ 
thoo— 
Hop light, ladies. 
Oh, Miss Loo I 




£f yon niggers don't watch, you'll sing anudder 

chune, 
Fer de sun'U rise'n ketch you ef you don't be mighty 

soon; 
En de stars is gittin' paler, en de ole gray coon 
Is a settin' in de grape-vine a watchin' fer de moon. 



Digitized by 



Google 



19t HIS saiK& 

Wen a feller comes a knockin' 

Des holler — Oh^ shoo I 
Htfp bgbt, ladies, 

Oh^MiwLoo! 
Oh, swing dat jailer gall 

Do, boys, do 1 
Hop light, ladies. 

Oh, Miss Loo! 

Oh, ta'n me loose I Lenmie 'lone t Qto waj, now I 
Wat yon speck I come a dancin' f er ef I dnnno how t 
Dese de ve'y kinder f ootses w'at kicks np a row ; 
Can't yon jnmp inter de middle en make yo' gal a bowl 
Look it dat merlatter man 

A foUerin' np Sne ; 
Sopli|^ ladies, 

Oh, Miss Loo I 
De boys ain't a gwine 

Woi yon cry loo hoo — 
Hop light, ladies. 
Oh, MissLooI 
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vn. 

^!^tJJ^SamIPTI0N8^ 

1. A Plaittation Chant. 

Hit's ei^itBen buuiear'd {vrty^en-fo', 
Christ done cpen dat He Vmly do' — 

An' I doa^ waster stay yer bo longer; 
Hit's eighteen famider'd forty-en-five, 
Christ dene made dat dead man alive — 
An' I don't -wanter stay yer no longer. 
You ax me ter run home, 

Little childun — 
Bun home, dat sun done roll— ^ 
An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer. 

Hit's eighteen hunder'd forty-en-siz, 
Christ is got us a place done fix — 

An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer; 
Hit's eighteen hunder'd forty-en-sev'm 
Christ done sot a table in HeVm — 

An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer. 



^ If tbete 4at adapfcatkoi tem nags tfaa megroes hare eau^t 
from the whites, their origin is rerj remote. I have transeribed 
them literaUj, and I regard them as in the highest degree ohar^ 
acteristio. 
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Yon ax me ter ran homa^ 

Little childnn — 
Bnn home, dat snn done roll— 

An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer. 

Hif B eighteen hnnder'd f ortj-en-eight, 
OhriBt done make dat crooked way straighfe— 

An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer; 
Hit's eighteen hnnder'd forty-en-nine, 
Ohrist done tp'n dat water inter wine — 
An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer. 
Yon ax me ter ran home. 

Little childun — 
Bnn home, dat snn done roll— 
An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer. 

Hit's eighteen hnnder'd forty-en-ten, 
Christ is do mo'ner's onliest f r'en' — 

An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer; 
Hit's eighteen hnnder'd f orty-en-'lev'm, 
Ohrist'll be at de do' w'en we all git ter Hev'm-- 
An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer. 
Yon ax me ter ran home, 

Little childnn — 
Bnn home, dat snn done roll — 
An' I don't wanter stay yer no longer* 
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2. A Plaktation Seeekabb. 

Db ole bee make de honej-comb, 

De joong bee make de iioney^ 

De niggers make de cotton eo 

co'n, 

En de Vite folks gits de 

money. 

De raccoon he's a cu'ns man^ 

He never walk twel dark, 
En nuthin' never 'stnrbs bis miuBy 

Twel he hear ole Bringer bark. 

De raccoon totes a bnshj tail, 

De 'possum totes no ha'r, 
Mr. Eabbit, he come skippin' by, 

He ain't got none ter spar'. 

Monday momin' break er day, 

Wite folks got me gwine, 
But Sat'dy night, w'en de sun goes down, 

Dat yaller gal's in my mine. 

Fifteen poun' er meat a week, 

Wisky f er ter sell, 
Oh, how can a young man stay at home, 

Dem gals dey look so well } 



Digitized by 



Google 



IM HIS SQEOa 

Met & 'poesum in de road — 

BrtT ^Po$9mn^ vohmr you gwinst 

likmmk my starSj I UeM my L^e^ 
JTm a kuniM f«r de musccuiine. 



vm. 
THM BIO BETHBL CHXIRCH. 

De Big Bethel chu'ch 1 de Big Bethel chu'ch 1 

I>one put ole Satun behine um ; 
£f a s»n«r git loose f am ennj adder cha'ch, 

De Big Bethel cha'ch will fine am ! 

Hit's good ter be dere, en it's sweet ter be dere, 

Wid de sisterin' all aroon' yoa — 
A ehakin' dem shackles er massj en^ love 

Wharwid de Lord is boan' yoo. 

Hif s sweet ter be dere en Hsien ter da hymes, 

£n hear dem mo'ners a shoatin' — 
Dej done reach de place whar der ain^ na room 

Fer enny mo' weepin' en doobtin'. 

Hit's good ter ba dere w'en de aiiiBera all jine 

Wid de bradderin in dere singin'y 
En it look like Gaberl gwiae ter radc np ea blow 

En set dem heoy'm bdla ter ringin' 1 
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Oh, de Big Betiidi diu'chl de B% BeOiel dia'oh, 

Done put ole Satnn befaiae um ; 
£f a sinner git loose f am ennj ndder diu'flh 

De Big Bethel chu'di will fine nm ( 



a. 
TIME GOES BY TURNS. ' 

Dab's a poVf ol rassle 'twix de Gk>od en de Bad, 
En de Bad's got de all-nnder holt ^ 

En Ven de wnss come^ she come i'on-dad, 
En you hatter hole yo' bref fer de jolt 

But des todes de las' Oood gits de knee-lock, 
En dey draps tei de gremi' — her flop I 

Oood had de intom^ en he atan' like a rock, 
En he bleedzd £» ter be on top. 

De dry wedder breaks wid a big thnnder-dap, 
Fer dey ain't no drouth w'at kin las', 

But de seasons w'at whoops up de cotton orap^ 
Likewise dey freshena np de grass. 

De rain fall so saf in de long dark night, 
Twel you hatter hole yo' han' ier a sign. 

But de drizzle Vat sets de tater-slips right 
Is de makin' er de May-pop vine. 
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In de mellereBt gronn' de oky root^ ketch 

En hole ter de tongae er de plow, 
En a pine-pole gate at de gyardin-patch 

Neyer'll keep out de ole brindle cow. 

One en all on ns knows who's a pullin' at de bits 
like de lead-mole dat g'ides by de rein, 

En jit, somehow er nndder, de bestest nn ns gits 
Mighty sick er de tuggin' at de chain. 

Hump yoWf ter de load en fergit de distress^ 

En dem w'at stan's by ter sco£^ 
Fer de harder de pullin', de longer de res^^ 

En de bigger de feed in de trofL 
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A STORY OF THE WAR. 



When Miss Theodosia Huntmgdon^ of Burlingtoiii 
Vermont^ concluded to come Soutk ia 1870^ she ymA 
moved by three considerations. In the first place^ har 
brother^ John Huntingdon, had become a citizen of 
Georgia — Shaving astonished his acquaintances bj mar- 
rying a young lady, the male members of whose family 
had achieved considerable distinction in the Oanfed- 
erate army; in the second place^ she was anxious to 
explore a region which she almost unconsciously pio 
tared to herself as remote and semi-barbarous; and, in 
the third place, her friends had persuaded her that to 
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some extent she was ftn invalicL It was in Tain that 
she argued with herself as to the propriety of under- 
taking the joomej alone and unprotected, and she finally 
put an end to inward and outward doubts by informing 
herself and her friends, including John fiuntingdony 
her brother, who was practicing law in Atlanta, that 
she had decided to visit the South. 

When, therefore, on the 12th of October, 1870 — 
the date is duly recorded in one of Miss Theodosia's 
letters — she alighted from the cars in Atlanta, in the 
midst of a great crowd, she fully expected to find her 
brother waiting to receive her. The bells of several 
locomotives were ringing, a number of trains were 
moving in and out, and the porters and baggage-men 
were screaming and bawling to such an extent that for 
several moments Miss Huntingdon was considerably 
confused ; so much so that she paused in the hope that 
her brother would suddenly appear and rescue her 
from the smoke, and dust, and din. At that moment 
some one touched her on the arm, and she heard a 
strong, half-confident, half -apologetic voice exclaim : 

" Ain't dish yer Miss Doshy ? " 

Turning, Miss Theodosia saw at her side a tall, 
gray-haired n^ro. Elaborating the incident afterward 
to her friends, she was pleased to say that the appear- 
anoe of the old man was somewhat picturesque. He 
*^ood towering above her, his hat in one hand, a car- 
^tge-whip in the other, and an expectant smile lighting 
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up luB rugged face. She remembered a name her 
brother had often used in hie letters, and, with a 
woman'il tact, she held out her hand, and said : 

" Is this Uncle Kemufl I " 

^' Law, Miss Doshj I how yon know de ole nigger t 
I know'd yon by de faver; bnt how yon know me?" 
And then, without waiting for a reply : " Miss Sally, 
she sick in bed, en Mars John, he bleedzd ter go in de 
country, en dey tuck'n sont me. I know'd you de 
minnit I laid eyes on you. Time I seed you, I say ter 
myse'f, *I lay dar's Miss Doshy,' en, sho nuff, dar 
you wuz. You ain't gun up yo' chedLs, is you? 
Ksae 111 git de trunk sont up by de 'spress wag- 
gin." 

The next moment Uncle Eemus was elbowing his 
way unceremoniously through the crowd, and in a 
very short time, seated in the carriage driven by the 
old man. Miss Huntingdon was whirling through the 
streets of Atlanta in the direction of her brother's 
home. She took advantage of the opportunity to study 
the old negro's face closely, her natural curiosity con- 
siderably sharpened by a knowledge of the fact that 
Uncle Eemus had played an important part in her 
brother's history. The result of her observation must 
have been satisfactory, for presently she laughed, and 
said: 

" Uncle Bemus, you haven't told me how you knew 
me in that great crowd." 
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The old oMiidMnUed, mmi gam the hones afiestfe 
rtp with the whi|i. 

"Whot He! Iksow'd 70a by de faver. Dftt 
boj er Mare John's is de Te'y spit en immij nn jon. 
Fd a know'd yon Ib Kew 'LeeDs, let 'lone down dar in 
de kyar-shed«" 

This was Miss Theodooa's introdiution to Undo 
Bemns. One Sunday afternoon, a few weeks after 
her arrival, the family wore anemUed in the piasca 
enjoying the mild weather. Mr. Hantingd<m was 
reading a new^Mper; his wife was erooning softly 
as she rocked the baby to sleep; and the little boy 
was endeavoring to show his Aunt Dosia the out- 
lines of Kennesaw Mountain through the purple 
haae tiiat hong like a wonderfully faahioned cur- 
tain in the sky and almost obliterated the faori- 
con« While they were thus engaged, Undo BemuB 
came around the comer ot ti^e house, talking to him- 
self. 

'' Dey er too haj ter wnk," he was saying, ^^ en dey 
qMcks hones' f okes f er ter stan' up en s'port nm. I'm 
gwine down ter P&tmon County whar Mars Jeems is — 
dat's Vat I'm agwine ter do." 

^^ Whaf 6 the matter now, Uncle Kemns t " inqnived 
Hr. Huntingdon, folding up his newspaper. 

^^Nnthin' 'tall, Mars John, 'ceppin deze yer sam- 
dune xuggera. Dey b^s my teibaeker, en borrys my 
tools, en steals my vittlee, en hit's done come ter dat 
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pass dat I goiter pack up en go. Fm agwine down ter 
Patmon, dat's Vat" 

XTncIe Eemns was accnstomed to make this threat 
several times a day, but upon this occasion it seemed to 
remind Mr. Huntingdon of something. 

" Very well," he said, " PU come around and help 
you pack up, but before you go I want you to tell 
Sister here how you went to war and fought for the 
Union. — ^Bemus was a famous warrior," he continued, 
turning to Miss Theodosia; ^^he Tolunteered for one 
day, and commanded an army of one. You know the 
story, but you have neyer heard Bemus's version." 

Uncle Bemus shuffled around in an awkward, 
embarrassed way, scratched his head, and looked un- 
comfortable. 

'^ Miss Doshy ain't got no time f er ter set dar an 
year de ole nigger run on." 

"Oh, yes, I have, Unde EemusI" exclaimed the 
young lady ; " plenty of time." 

The upshot of it was that, after many ridiculous 
protests, Uncle Bemus sat down on the steps, and pro- 
ceeded to tell his story of the war. ' Miss Theodosia 
listened with great interest, but throughout it all she 
observed — and she was painf uUy conscious of the fact, 
as she afterward admitted — that Uncle Bemus spoke 
from the standpoint of a Southerner, and with the air of 
one who expected his hearers to th<»roughly sympathize 
with him. 
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^ Wee,^ said Unde BemtiB, addiesBixig himself to 
Hisi Theodosia, ^jon ain't bin to Putmon, en you 
donner whar de Brad Slaughter place en Harmony 
Grove is, but Mars John en Miss Sally, dey bin dar 
a time er two, en dey knows how de Ian' lays. Well, 
den, it 'oz right 'long in dere whar Mars Jeems lived, 
en whar he live now. When de war come 'long he 
wnz livin' dere longer Ole Miss en Miss SaUy. Ole 
Miss 'oz his ma, en Miss Sally dar 'oz his sister. De 
war come des like I tell you, en marters sorter rock 
along same like dey allers did. Hit didn't strike me 
dat dey wnz enny war gwine on, en ef I hadn't sorter 
miss de nabers, en seed fokes gwine outer de way fer 
ter ax de news, I'd a 'lowed ter myse'f dat de war wnx 
'way off 'mong some ynther country. But all dis time 
de fuss wuz gwine on, en Mars Jeems, he wuz dee 
catchin' fer ter put in. Ole Miss en Miss Sally, dey 
tuck on so he didn't git off de fus' year, but bimeby 
news come down dat times wuz gittin putty hot, en 
Mars Jeems he got up, he did, en say he gotter go, 
en go he did. He got a overseer fer ter look atter 
de place, en he went en jine^ de army. En he 'uz a 
fighter, too, mon, Mars Jeems wuz. Many's en many's 
de time," continued the old man, reflectively, "dat I 
hatter take'n bresh dat boy on accounter his 'buzin' 
en beatin' dem yutlier boys. He went off dar fer ter 
fight, en he fit. Ole Miss useter call me up Sunday 
en read w'at de papers say 'bout Mars Jeems, en it 
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hope 'er up might'lj. I kin see 'er dee like it 'us 
yistiddy. 

" * Bemos,' sez she, * dish yer's Vat de papers say 
'bout my baby,' en den she'd read oat twel she conldn't 
read f er cryin'. Hit went on dis way year in en year 
out, en dem waz lonesome times, she's yon bawn, Miss 
Doshy — lonesome times, sho. Hit got hotter en hotter 
in de war, en lonesomer en mo' lonesomer at home, en 
bimeby 'long come de conscrip' man, en he des ever- 
las'nly scoop up Mars Jeems's overseer. Wen dis 
come 'boat, ole Miss, she sent atter me en say, ses 
she: 

^^ ^ Bemus, I ain't got nobody f er ter look arter de 
place but yon,' sez she, en den I np'n say, sez I : 

" * Mistiss, yon kin des 'pen' on de ole nigger.' 

"I wnz ole den, Miss Doshy — ^let 'lone Vat I is 
now ; en yon better b'leeve I bossed dem ban's. I had 
dem niggers np en in de fiel' long 'f o' day, en de way 
dey did wnk wuz a caution. Ef dey didn't eamt der 
Tittles dat season den I ain't name Eemus. But dey 
wuz tuk keer un. Dey had plenty er cloze en plenty 
er grub, en dey wuz de fattes' niggers in de settlement 

" Bimeby one day, Ole Miss, she call me up en say 
de Yankees done gone en tuck Atlanty — dish yer ve'y 
town; den present'y I year dey wuz a marchin' on 
down todes Putmon, en, lo en beholes! one day, de 
fus news I know'd, Mars Jeems he rid up wid a whole 
gang er men. He des stop long nuff fer ter change 
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hosseB en snatch a monffle er sump'n' ter eat, bnt 'f o* 
he rid off, he call me up en say, sez be : 

<' ' Daddy '-«U Ole Mifis's chiUans caU me daddy 
— ^ Daddy,' he say, ^ 'pears like dere's gwineter be 
mi^ty roogh times 'roan' yer. De Yankees, dey er 
done got ter Madison en Monnticellar, en 'twon't be 
many days 'fo' dey er down yer. Tain't likely deyH 
pester mother ner sister; bat, daddy, ef de wns oome 
ter de was, I speck yoa ter take keer an am,' sexee. 

^^ Den I say, sez I : ^ How long yoa bin ksowia' 
jne, Mars Jeems ? ' sez L 

" * Sence I waz a baby,' sezee. 

^^^Well, den. Mars Jeems,' sez I, ^yon knoVd 
'twa'nt no ose f er ter ax me ter take keer Ole Miss en 
Miss Sally.' 

"Den he tack'n sqaoze my han' en jomp on de 
fiUy I bin savin' f er 'im, en rid off. One time he tn'n 
'roan' en look like he wanter say samp'n', bat he dea 
waf his han' — so— en gallop on. I know'd den dat 
troable waz brewin'. Nigger iat knows he's gwineter 
git ihamped kin sorter fix hisse'f, en I tack'n fix ap 
like de war waz gwineter come right in at de front 
gate. I tack'n got all de cattle en bosses tergedder en 
driy' am ter de fo'-mile place, en I tack all de com en 
fodder en w'eat, en pat am in a crib oat dar in de 
woods ; en I bilt roe a pen in de swamp, en dar I pot 
de hogs. Den, w'en I fix all dis, I pat on my Sondaj 
doze en groan' my axe. Two whole days I groan' dai 
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ttro. De grineBtone waz in sight er de gate en dose 
ter de big 'ouse, en dar I tuck my stan'. 

"Bimeby one day, yer come de Yankees. Two 
nn am come fns, en den de whole face er de yeath 
swawm'd wid nm. De fas glimpse I kotch an am, 
I tack my axe en march inter Ole Miss settin'-room. 
She done had de sidebode move in dar, en I wish I 
may drap ef 'twnzn't fa'rly blazin' wid silver — silver 
caps en silver sassers, silver plates en silver dishes, 
silver mags en silver pitchers. Look like ter me dey 
waz fizin' fer a weddin'. Dar sot Ole Miss des es 
prim en ez proad ez ef she own de whole coanty. 
Dis kinder hope me np, kaze I done seed Ole Miss 
look dat away once befo' Ven de overseer strack me 
in de face wid a Vip. I sot down by de fier wid my 
axe 'tween my knees. Dar we sot w'iles de Yankees 
ransack de place. Miss Sally, dar, she got sorter rest- 
less, bat Ole AUss didn't skasely bat 'er eyes. Bimeby, 
we hear steps on de peazzer, en yer come a coaple 
er yoang fellers wid strops on der shonlders, en der 
sodes a draggin' on de flo', en der sparrers a rattlin'. 
I won't say I waz skeer'd," said Uncle Bemas, as 
thoogh endeavoring to recall something he failed to 
remember, ^^ I won't say I waz skeer'd, kaze I waz< 
ent; bat I waz took'n wid a mighty fanny feelin' 
in de naberhood er de gizzard. Dey waz mighty 
perlite, dem yoang chaps waz; bat Ole Miss, she 
never ta'n 'er head, en Miss Sally, she look straight 
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at de fier. Bimeby one nn um see me, en he saj^ 
iezee: 

" ' HeUoy ole man, Vat you doin* in yer ? ' sezee. 

'^ * Well, boss,' sez I, ^ I bin cnttin' some wood for 
Ole Miss, en I des stop fer ter wom my ban's a little^' 
sez L 

'^ ' Hit is cole, dat's a f ack,' sezee. 

^ Wid dat I got up en tuck my stan' bebime Ole 
Kiss en Miss Sally, en de man Vat speak, be went up 
en wom bis ban's. Fns tbing you know, be raise up 
sudden, en say, sezee : 

"* Wat dat on yo' axe I' 

" ' Dat's de fier sbinin' on it,' sez I. 

^^ ' Hit look like blood,' sezee, en den be laft 

" But, bless yo' soul, dat man wouldn't never laft 
dat day ef be'd know'd de wukkins er Eemus's mine. 
Butwley didn't bodder nobody ner tecb nutbin', en 
bimeby dey put out. Well, de Yankees, dey kep' 
passin' all de mawnin' en it look like ter me dey wnz 
a string un um ten mile long. Den dey commence 
gittin' tbinner en tbinner, en den atter w'ile we bear 
skummisbin' in de naberbood er Armer's fe'y, en Ole 
Miss 'low bow dat wuz Wheeler's men makin' persoot. 
Mars Jeems wuz wid dem Wheeler fellers, en I know'd 
©f dey wuz dat close I wa'n't doin' no good aettin' 
'roun' de house toas'n my shins at de fier, so I des 
tuck Mars Jeems's rifle f um bebime de do' en put out 
tar look atter my stock. 
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^^ Seem like I ain't never see no raw day like dat^ 
needer befo' ner sence. Dey wa'n't no rain, but do 
wet des sifted down ; mighty raw day. De leaves on 
de gronn' 'oz so wet dey don't make no fuss, en I got 
in de woods, en w'enever I year de Yankees gwine by, 
I des stop in my tracks en let am pass. I woz stan'in' 
dat away in de aidge er de woods lookin' out 'cross a 
clearin', w'en— ^n^/ — out come a little bunch er blue 
smoke f um de top er wunner dem big lonesome-lookin' 
pines, en den— j?cn£> .' 

" Sez I ter myse'f , sez I : ' Honey, youer right on 
my route, en I'll des see w'at kinder bird you got 
roostin' in you,' en w'iles I wuz a lookin' out bus' de 
emoke—^pif! en den — hang/ Wid dat I des drapt 
back inter de woods, en sorted skeerted 'roun' so's ter 
git de tree 'twix' me en de road. I slid up putty dose, 
en wadder you speck I see t Des ez she's youer settin' 
dar lissenin' dey wuz a live Yankee up dar in dat tree, 
en he wuz a loadin' en a shootin' at de boys dez ez cool 
ee a cowcumbpr in de jew, en he had his boss hitch out 
in de bushes, kaze I year de creetur tromplin' 'roun'. 
He had a spy-glass up dar, en w'iles I wuz a watchin' 
un 'im, he raise 'er up en look thoo 'er, en den he lay 
'er down en fix his gun f er ter shoot I had good eyes 
in dem days, ef I ain't got um now, en 'way up de big. 
road I see Mars Jeems a comin'. Hit wuz too fur fer 
ter see his face, but I know'd 'im by de filly w'at I 
raise fer 'im, en she wuz a prancin' like a school-ga). 
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I know'd dat man wnz gwineter Bhoot Man JeemB ef 
he could, en dat wujb mo'n I could Btan'. Manys en 
manys de time dat I nuas dat boy, en hilt 'im in deee 
araiB, en toted 'im on dis back, en w'en I see dat 
Yankee lay dat gun 'crofis a lim' en take aim at Man 
Jeems I up wid my ole rifle, en shet my eyes en let 
de man have all she had." 

" Do you mean to say," exclaimed Miss Theodosia, 
indignantly, '^ that you shot the Union soldier, when 
you knew he was fighting for your freedom ? " 

'^Co'se, I know all about dat," responded Uncle 
Bemus, ^^en it sorter made cole chills run up my 
back; but Ven I see dat man take aim, en Man 
Jeems gwine home ter Ole Miss en Miss Sally, I dea 
disremembered all 'bout freedom en lammed aloose. 
£n den atter dat, me en Miss Sally tuck en nuss de 
man right straight along. He los' one arm in dat tree 
bizness, but me en Miss Sally we nuss 'im en we nuss 
'im twel he done got well. Des 'bout dat time I quit 
nuss'n 'im, but Miss Sally she kep' on. She kep' on," 
continued Uncle Bemus, pointing to Mr. Huntingdon, 
" en now dar he is." 

^^ Tint you cost him an arm," exclaimed Miss ThecK 
doBia. 

" I gin 'im dem," said Uncle Bemus, pointing to 
Mi^, Huntingdon, "en I gin 'im deze" — ^holding up 
Ms own brawny arms. " En ef dem ain't nuff fer 
ennj man den I done los' de way." 
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JEEMS ROBERSOIPS LAST ILLNESS. 



A J0NB6BOBO negro, while waiting for the train to 
go ont, met up with Uncle Eemns. After the nsnal 
^' time of day " had been passed between the two, the 
former inquired aboat an acquaintance. 

" How's Jeems Rober'son I " he asked. 

" Ain't you year 'bout Jim I " asked Uncle Bemui. 

**Dat I ain't," responded the 
other ; " I ain't hear talk er Jem 
sence he cut loose fum de 
chain-gang. Dat w'at make 
I ax. He ain't down wid -5 
de biliousness, is he I " ~^ 

"Not dat I knows un," 
responded Uncle Bemus, 
gravely. "He ain't sick, 
an' he ain't bin sick. He dee 
tuck'n say he wuz gwineter ride 
dat ar roan mule er Mars John's 
de udder Sunday, an' de mule^ 
fihe up'n do like she got nudder 
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ingagement I done bin fool wid dtt mnle bef o\ an' 
I tack'n tole Jim dat he better not git tangle np wid 
W ; bat Jim, he up'n 'low dat he wnx a ho»^octor, 
an' wid dat he ax me fer a chaw terbarker, en den 
he got de bridle, en tnck'n kotch de mule en got oq 
her — Well," continued Unde Eemus, looking uneadlj 
around, *' I speck you better go git yo' ticket Dey 
tells me dibh yer train goes a callyhootin'/' 

''Uole on dar, Uncle Bemus; you ain't tell me 
iMut Jim," exclaimed the Joneaboro negro. 

^ I done tell you all I knows, chile. Jim, he tnck'n 
light on de mule, an' de mule she up'n hump 'erae'f, an 
den dey wuz a skuffle, an' w'en de dus' blow 'way, dar 
lay de nigger on de groun', an' de mule ahe ftood 
eatin' at de troff wid wimner Jim's gallusses wrop 
'roan' her behime-1^. Den atterwuds, de ker'ner, he 
come 'roan', an' he tuck'n gin it out dat Jim died 
sorter accidental like. Hit's des like I tell you: de 
nigger wem't sick a minnit So long ! Bimeby you 
won't ketch yo' train. I got ter be knockin' long." 



n. 
XmCLE REMUS'S CHURCE EXPERIENCE. 

Thb deacon of a colored church met Unde Bemus 
recently, and, after some uninteresting remarib about 
the weather, asked : 
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^^ How dis jou don't come down ter ohn'ch no mo'. 
Brer Bemns! We er bin er havin' Bome mighty 
'freshen' times lately." 

^^ Hif s bin a long time sence I bin down dar, Brer 
BastnSy an' hit'U be longer. I done got my dose." 

^^Yon ain't done gone an' nnjined, is yon, Brer 
Eemusf" 

"Not zackly, Brer Bastns. I des tuck'n draVd 
ont De members 'nz a blame sight too mutnel f er ter 
rait my doctrines." 

"How wuz dat, Brer Bemns!" 

" WeU, I tell yon^ Brer Bastns. Wen I went tnr 
dst dm'ch, I went des ez nmbill ez de nex' one. I went 
dar f er ter sing, an' fer ter pray, an' f er ter wnshnp, an' 
I mos' giner'Uy aUers had a stray shinplarster w'ich de 
ole 'oman say she want sont ont dar ter dem cnllnd 
fokes 'cross de water. Hit went on dis way twel 
liimeby, one day, de fns news I know'd der was a row 
got np in de amen comder. Brer Dick, he 'nonnced 
dat dey wem't nnff money in de box ; an' Brer Sim 
said if dey wem't he speck Brer Dick know'd whar it 
disappeared ter ; an' den Brer Dick 'low'd dat he won't 
Blan' no 'probnsness, an' wid dat he haul off an' tnck 
Brer Sim nnder de jaw — k^ ilapf — an' den dey 
eHnched an' drapped on de flo' an' font nnder de 
benches an' 'mong de wimmen. 

" 'Bont dat time Sis Tempy, she lipt np in de a'r, 

an' sing ont dat she done gone an' tromple on de Ole 
16 
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Boy, an' she kep' on lippin' up an' alingin' out 'er 
han's twel bimeby — Uipl — she tack Sis Becky in do 

mouf, an' den Sis Becky rii 
an' fetch a grab at Sis Tempy, 
an' I 'clar' ter grashus ef 
didn't 'pear ter me like she 
got a poon' er wooL Atter 
dat de reviyin' sorter het up 
like. Bofe un nm had kin 
'mong de mo'ners, an' ef 
yon oyer see sknfflin' an' 
scramblin' hit wnz den an' 
dar. Brer Jeems Henry, 
he mounted Brer Plato an' 
rid 'im over de railin', an' den de preacher he start 
down fnm de pnlpit, ah' des ez he wnz skippin' enter 
de flatform a hyme-book kotch 'im in de bur er de 
year, an' I be bless ef it didn't soun' like a bung- 
fihell'd busted. Des den, Brer Jesse, he riz up in his 
seat, sorter keerless like, an' went down inter his 
britches atter his razer, an' right den I know'd sho^ 
nufE trubble wuz begun. Sis Dilsey, she seed it herse'f , 
an' she tuck'n let off wunner dem hallyluyah hollers, 
an' den I disremember w'at come ter pass. 

'^ Fm gittin' sorter ole, Brer Bastus, an' it seem like 
de dus' sorter shot out de pannyrammer. Fuddermo', 
my lim's got ter akin, mo' speshully w'en I year Brer 
Sim an' Brer Dick a snortin' and a sknfflin under de 
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benohoB like ez dej waz sorter makin' der way ter mj 
pew. So I kinder hump myse'f an' Bcrambb oat^ and 
de fas man w'at I seed was a p'leeceman, an' he had a 
nigger 'rested, an' de fergiven name er dat nigger wvs 
Bemns." 

" He didn't 'res' yon, did he, Brer Bemus ? " 

^^ Hit's des like I teU yon, Brer Bastns, an' I hatter 
git Mars John f er to go inter my bon's fer me. Hit 
ain't no nse fer ter sing ont chn'ch ter me, Brer Bastus. 
I done bin an' got my dose. Wen I goes ter war, I 
wanter know w'at I'm a doin'. I don't wanter git 
hemmed up 'mong no wimmen and preachers. I wants 
elbow-room, an' I'm bleedzd ter have it. Des gimme 
elbow-room." 

" But, Brer Eemns, yon ain't — ^ 

"I mont drap in, Brer Bastns, an' den ag'in I 
montn't, bnt w'en yon duz see me santer in de do', wid 
my specs on, yonk'n des say to de congergashnn, sorter 
familions like, ^ Yer come ole man Bemus wid his 
hoss-pistol, an' ef dar's much ur a skuffle 'roun' yer dis 
evenin' yoner gwineter year fum 'im.' Dat's me, an' 
daf 8 what you kin teU urn. So long I Member me to 
Sis Abby.'» 
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UMOLM EMMU8 AND THE SAVAITNAE DARKMT. 

Thb notable differenoe exiiting between the negroeB 
in the interior of the cotton States and thoee on the 
seaboard — a difference that extends to habits and opin* 
ions as well as to dialect — has given rise to certaiii 
ineradicable prejudices which are quick to display 
themselves whenever an opportunity offers. These 
prejudices were forcibly, as well as ludicrously, illus- 
trated in Atlanta recently. A gentleman from Savan- 
nah had been spending the summer in the mountains 
of north Georgia, and found it convenient to take 
along a body-servant This body-servant was a very 
fine specimen of the average coast negro— sleek, well- 
conditioned, and consequential — disposed to regard with 
undisguised contempt everything and everybody not 
indigenous to the rice-growing r^on — and he paraded 
around the streets with quite a curious and critical air. 
Espying Uncle Bemus languidly sunning himself on a 
comer, the Savannah darkey approached. 

"Momin', sak'^ 

^' Tm sorter up an' about,'* responded Uncle Bemus, 
carelessly and calmly. ^^ How is you stannin' it ? " 

^' Tanky you, my belt mos* so-so. He mo' hot dun 
in de mountain. Seem so lak man mus* git need* 

* Underneath. 
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de shade. I enty fer see no rice - bad in dia 
pa'ts." 

"In die w'ichf" inqnired Uncle Bemns, with a 
sodden Affectation of interest 

" In die pa'ts. In dis country. 
Da plenty in Sawaany." 

"Plenty whar?" 

"Da plenty in Sawanny. I 
fer see no crab an' no oscher ; 
en Bwimp, he no stay 'roun\ 
I lak some rice-bud now." 

"Youer talkin' 'bout deze 
yer sparrers, w'ich dey er all 
head, en 'lev'm on makes one 
mouffle, * I speck," suggested Uncle Kemus. " Well, 
dey er yer," he continued, " but dis ain't no climate 
whar de rice-birds flies inter yo' pockets en gits out 
de money an' makes de change derse'f ; an' de isters 
don't shuck off der shells en run over you on de 
street, an' no mo' duz de s'imp hull derse'f an' drsp 
in yo' mouf. But dey er yer, dough. De scads 'U 
fetch urn." 

" Him po' country fer true," commented the Sa- 
vannah negro; "he no like Sawanny. Down da, we 
set need de shade an' eaty de rice-bud, an' de crab, an' 
de swimp tree time de day ; an' de buckra man drinky 

^7 •MoothXoL 
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him wine, an' smoky him seegyar all troo de night. 
Plenty fer eat an' not mnch fer wnk." 

"Hifs mighty nice, I speck," responded Unde 
Bemns, gravely. ^^ De nigger dat ain't hope up longer 
hi^ feedin' ain't got no grip. Bat np yer whar f okea 
is gotter scramble 'roan' an' make der own livin', de 
vittles wat's komerlated widoat enny sweatin' mas' 
allers gener'Ily b'longs ter some ynther man by rights. 
One hoe-cake an' a rasher er middlin' meat las^s me 
fam Sanday ter Sunday, an' I'm in a mighty big streak 
er lack w'en I gits dat" 

The Savannah negro here gave utterance to a load, 
contemptuous laugh, and began to fumble somewhat 
ostentatiously with a big brass watch-chain. 

"But I speck I struck up wid a payin' job las* 
Chuseday," continued Uncle Eemus, in a hopeful tone. 

" Way you gwan do ! " 

"Oh, Tm a waitin' on a culled gemmun fum Sa- 
vannah — wunner deze yer high livers you bin tellin' 
'bout" 

"How dat?" 

" I leant 'im two dollars," responded Unde Bemna, 
grimly, " an' I'm a waitin' on 'im fer de money. Hit's 
wunner deze yer jobs w'at las's a long time." 

The Savannah negro went oflE after his rice-birds, 
while Uncle Bemus leaned up against the wall and 
laughed until he was in inmiinent danger of falling 
down from sheer exhaustion. 
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IV. 



TVRNIP SALAD AS A TEXT. 



As Uncle Remus was going down the street re- 
cently he was accosted by several acquaintances. 

" Heyo 1 '* said one, " here comes Uncle Kemns. 
He look like he gwine f er ter set up a 
bo'din-house." 

Several others bantered the old 
man, but he appeared to be 
in a good humor. He was 
carrying a huge basket of 
vegetables. 

" How many er you boys," 
said he, as he put his basket down, 
^^is done a ban's turn dis day? 
En yit de week's done commence. 
I year talk er niggers dat's got 
money in de bank, but I lay hit 
ain't none er you fellers. Whar you 
speck you gwineter git yo' dinner, en how you specli 
you gwineter git 'long ? " 

" Oh, we sorter knocks 'roun' an' picks up a livin','* 
responded one. 

"Dat's w'at make I say w'at I duz," said Uncle 
Remus. " Fokes go 'bout in de day-time an' makes a 
livin'y an' jou come 'long w'en dey er res'in' der bones 
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an' picks it np. I ain't no han' at figgers, but I laj I 
k'n count up right yer in de Ban' en number np how 
menny days hit'U be 'fo' you'er cuppled on ter de 
chain-gang." 

'^ De ole man's holler'n now aho'," said one of the 
listeners, gt^sing with admiration on the venerable old 
darkey. 

''I ain't takin' no chances 'bont Tittles. Hit's 
proned inter me fnm de fns dat I got ter eat^ en I 
knows dat I got f er ter grub fer w'at I gits. Hit's 
agin de mor'I law fer niggers fer ter eat w'en dey 
don't wnk, an' w'en you see nm 'pariently fattenin' on 
a'r, yon k'n des bet dat minashnn's gwine on some'rs. 
I got mustard, en poke salid, en lam's quarter in dat 
baskit, en me en my ole 'oman gwineter sample it £f 
enny you boys git a invite you come, but ef you don't 
you better stay 'way. I gotter muskit out dar w'af s 
used ter persidin' 'roun' whar dey's a cripple nigger» 
Don't you fergit dat ofPn yo' mine." 



A C0NTE8SI0N. 

"W*AT^8 dis yer I see, great big niggers gwine 
%pin' 'roun' town wid cakes 'n pies fer ter sell f" 
asked TJnde Bemus recently, in his most scornful tone^ 
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^^That'e irhat they are doing/' feeponded a young 
■um ; *^ that^s the way they make a living." 

'^ Dat Vat make I say w'at I dn^*— dat Vat keep 
me grnm'lin' ^ea I goes in cnllnd fakes society. Some 
niggers ain't gwine ter wnk nohow, an' hit's flingin' 
'way time fer ter set enny chain-gang traps fer ter 
ketch nm." 

^^Well, now, here I " exclaimed the yonng man, in a 
dramatic tone, ^' what are yon giving us now ? Isn't it 
jnat as honest and jnst as regular to sell pies as it is to 
do amy other kind of work ? " 

*^ 'Tain't dat, boss," said the old man, seeing that he 
was about to be oomered; ^"tain't dat Hifs de 
ttas'ness nn it w'at gits me." 
" Oh, get out ! " 

*^ Daf s me, boss, up an' down. Ef dere's niinashun 

ennywhar in de Imown wurril, she goes in de eomp'ny 

uv a hongry nigger w'af s a totin' 

pies 'roun'. Sometimes w'en I git 

kotch wid emptiness in de pit er 

de fitummuek, an' git ter fairly 

honin' arter sump'n' w'at got 

substance in it, den hit 

look like unto me dat I 

kin Stan' fiat-footed an' 

make more cle'r money 

eatin' pies dan I could if I 

wuz ter sell de las' lOne 
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'twixt diB an' Ohrismns. An' de nigger Vat k'n 
trapes 'round wid pies and not git in no alley-waj an' 
sample nm, den I'm bleedzd ter say dat nigger out- 
niggers me an' mj famblj. So dar now I " 



TI. 

UNCLE REMUS WITH THE TOOTHACHE. 

When Uncle Bemos put in an appearance one 
morning recently, his friends knew he had been in 
trouble. He had a red cotton handkerchief tied under 
his chin, and the genial humor that usually makes his 
aged face its dwelling-place had given way to an ex- 
pression of grim melancholy. The young men about 
the office were inclined to chaff him, but his look of 
sullen resignation remained unchanged. 

" What revival did you attend last night ? " inquired 
one. 

" What was the color of the mule that did the ham- 
mering ! " asked another. 

" I always told the old man that a suburban chicken* 
coop would fall on him," remarked some one. 

" A strange pig has been squealing in his ear," sug* 
fested some one else. 

But Uncle Bemus remained impassive. He seemed 
to have lost all interest in what was going on around 
him, and he sighed heavily as he seated himself on th« 
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edge of the trash-box in front of the office. Finally 
Bome one asked, in a sympathetic tone : 

'^What is the matter, old mant You look like 
you'd been through the mill." 

" Now you'er knockin' at de back do' sho*. Ef 
I ain't bin thoo de mill 
sence day' fo' yistiddy, 
den dey ain't no mills 
in de Ian'. Ef 
wunner deze yer 
scurshun trains had 
runned over me I 
couldn't er bin 
wuss off. I bin 
trompin' 'roun* in 
de low-groun's now 
gwine on seventy-fi' 
year, but I ain't see no 
sich times ez dat w'at I done spe'unst now. Boss, 
is enny er you all ever rastled wid de toofache ! " 

" Oh, hundreds of times ! The toothache isn't any- 
thing." 

" Den you des played 'roun' de aidges. You ain't 
had de kine w'at kotch me on de underjaw. You 
mout a had a gum-bile, but you ain't bin boddered wid 
de toofache. I wuz settin' up talkin' wid my ole 
'oman, kinder puzzlin' 'roun' fer ter see whar de nex* 
meal's vittles wuz a gwineter cum fum, an' I feel a 
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little ache softer crawlin' 'long on mj jsw-boie, lniid« 
feelin' his way. Bat de adie don^ stsjr long. He 
sorter hankered 'ronn' like, en den crope back whar he 
come f am. Bimebj I feel 'im comin' agin, an' dis tane 
bit look like he come up closer — kinder sknniniBhin' 
'roun' f er ter see how de Ian' lay. Den he went off. 
Presently I feel 'im coming an' dis time hit look like 
he kyar'd de news unto Mary, f er hit feel like der wa 
anndder wnn wid 'im. Dey crep' np an' crep' 'roni^, 
an' den dey crope off. Bimeby dey come back, am^ die 
time dey come like dey wnza:it 'fear'd er de s'ronndin^s, 
f er dey trot right np unto de toof , sorter zamine it like^ 
an' den trot aU ronn' it, like deze yer circnons hosscs. 
I sot dar mi^ty ca'm, but I spected dat somp^' wa 
gwine ter happ'n." 

^' And it happened, did it ? " asked some one in the 
group surrounding the old man. 

" Boss, don't you fergit it," responded Unde BenRO^ 
f eryidly. ^^ Wen dem aehes gallop back dey gaUoped 
fer ter stay, an' dey wuz so mixed up dat I couMnt tell 
one f am de udder. All night long dey raeked an' dey 
galloped, an' w'en dey got tired er rackin' an' gallcqun'y 
dey all close in on de ole toof an' thumped it an' gouged 
at it twel it 'peered unto me dat dey had got de jvm* 
bone loosened up, an' wujb tryin' fer ter fetch it up tko« 
de top er my head an' out at der back er my neck* 
An' dey got wuss nex' day. Mars John, he seed I w«a 
'stracted, an' he tole me fer ter go roon' yere an? git 
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flomp^n' put on it, an' de drag man he 'lowed dat I bet> 
ter have 'er draVd, aa' hid wnds wuzent more^ cole 
'fo' WHnner deze jer WBtchyonmajcoUums — wnnner 
deze dentia' mens — ^had retched fer it wid a pa'rer 
tongs w^at don't tu'n loose Ven dej ketehes a holt. 
Leas'wajB dey didn't wid me. Yon ouster seed dat 
toof, boss. Hit wnz wnnner dese yer f o^-prong f elleri. 
Ef she'd a grow'd wrong eend onfard, I'd a bin a bad 
nigger long arter I jin'd de chn'ch. Yon year'd my 
bo^nl" 



vn. 
TEE PHONOGRAPH. 

" Uno Ebmus," asked a tall, awkward-looking n^;r<y, 
1^0 was one of a crowd snrronnding the old man, 
" w'at's dish 'ere w'at dey calls de fonygraf — diA- yer 
insf nment w'at kin holler 'ronn' like little chillnn in de 
bade yard?" 

^^ I am't seed mn," said Uncle Benms, feeling in hig 
pocket for a fresh chew of tobacco. " I ain't seed nm, 
but I year talk nn um. Miss SaUy wnz a readin' in de 
papers las' Ohnseday, an' she say dat's if s a mighty big 
watchyomnaycoUnm." 

" A mighty big w'ich f " asked one of the crowd. 

" A mighty big w'atzisname," answered Undo E«m 
iiras, cantionsly. ^^ I wuzent np dar close to whar Wm 
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Sarah wnx a readin', but I kinder geddered in dat il 
wnz one er dexe 'ere w'atzisnameB w'at jon holler* 

inter one year an' it comef 
t>ut er de ndder. Hit's 
mighty fonnj nnter me 
how dese fokes kin go 
an' prognosticate der 
eckoes inter one er 
r^ deze yer i'on bozee, 
/fi an' dar hit'll stay on 
twel de man comes 
^ ^long an' tn'ns de handle an' 
let's de fnss come pilin' oat Bimeby dey'll git ter 
makin' sho' naff fokes, an' den dere'll be a racket 
'roan' here. Dey tells me dat it goes off like one er 
deze yer torpedoes." 

" Yoa year dat, don't yon ? " said one or two of 
the yoonger negroes. 

" Dat's w'at dey tells me," oontinned Uncle Bemos. 
"Dat's w'at dey sez. Hit's one er deze yer kinder 
w'atzisnames w'at sasses back w'en yon hollers at it" 

"Wat dey fix am fer, den!" asked one of the 
practical negroes. 

"Dat's w'at I wanter know," said Uncle Bemas^ 
contemplatiyely. "Bat dat's w'at Miss Sally waz a 
readin' in de paper. All yon gotter do is ter holler at 
de box, an' dar's yo' remarks. Dey goes in, an' dar 
dey er tooken and dar dey hangs on twel yoa shakes 
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de box, an' den dey draps ont des ez fresh ez deze jer 
fifihes Vat you git fam Savannah, an' you ain't got 
time fer ter look at dere gills, nndder." 



vm. 
RACE IMPROVEMENT. 

^^Debs's a kind er limberness 'bout niggers deae 
days dat's mighty cu'ns," remarked Uncle Bemns yes- 
terday, as he deposited a pitcher of fresh water npon 
the exchange table. ^^ I notisses it in de alley-ways an' 
on de street-comders. Dey er rackin' np, mon, deze 
yer cullud fokes is." 

^ What are yon trying to give ns now % " inquired 
one of the young men, in a bilious tone. 

^'The old man's mind is wandering," said the 
society editor, smoothing the wrinkles out of his 
lavender kids. 

Uncle Kemus laughed. ^^ I speck I is a gittin' mo 
frailer dan I wuz 'fo' de fahmin days wuz over, but I 
sees wid my eyes an' I years wid my year, same ez 
€nny er dese yer young bucks w'at goes a gallopin' 
Voun' huntin' up devilment, an' w'en I sees de limber- 
ness er dese yer cullud people, an' w'en I sees how dey 
er dancin' up, den I gits sorter hopeful. Dey er kinder 
ketchin' up wid me." 

"How is that!" 
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^^Oh, dey er movinV' responded Uncle Bennit 

^ Dej er sorter comin' 'roun'. Dey er gittin' so dej 

b'leeye dat dey ain't no better dan de 

w'ite fokes. Wen freedom come 

out de niggers sorter got dere 

humps up, an' dey staid dat way, 

twel bimeby dey b^un fer ter git 

hongry, an' den dey begun fer ter 

drap inter line right smartually ; an' 

now," continued the old man, em* 

phatically, ^' dey er des ez palaver* 

ous ez dey wuz bef o' de war. Dey 

er gittin' on solid groun', mon." 

^^You think they are improving, 
then!" 

"Youer chawin' guv'nment now, boss. You slap 
de law enter a nigger a time er two, an' lam 'im dat 
Jbe's got fer to look atter his own rashuns an' keep 
out'n udder fokes's chick'n-coops, an' sorter coax 'im 
inter de idee dat he's got ter feed 'is own chilluns, an' 
I be blessed ef you ain't got 'im on risin' groun'. An', 
mo'n dat, w'en he gits holt er de fack dat a nigger k'n 
have yaller fever same ez w'ite folks, you done got 
'im on de mo'ners' bench, an' den ef you come down 
strong on de p'int dat he oughter stan' fas' by de 
fokes w'at hope him w'en he wuz in trouble de job's 
done. Wen you does dat, ef you ain't got yo' ban's 
on a new-made nigger, den my name ain't Bemus, 
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sn^ ef dat name's bin changed Iain*t seen herabber- 
ti»d.'' 



DC 
IN THE R^LB OF A TARTAR. 

A Chablbston negro who was in Atlanta on tibe 
Fonrth of Jnlj made a mistake. He saw Unde Bamns 
edging his way throngh the crowd, and thoi^ht h» 
knew him. 

^^ Howdy, Daddy Ben?" the stranger exclaimed. 
**I tink I nubber see yon no mo\ Weyyon gwant 
He hot f er true, ain't he ? " 

^^ Daddy who ? " asked Uncle Bemns, straightening 
himself up with dignity. " Wich « " 

'^I know you in CharPson, an' den in Sewanny. I 
spec I dun grow away from 'membrance." 

'^You knowed me in Charlstun, and den in Sa- 
Vannyl" 

" He been long time, ain't he. Daddy Ben ?** 

" Daf 8 w'at's a pesterin' un me. How much you 
reckon you know'd me ? " 

"He good while pas'; when I wer* pickaninny. 
He long time ago. Wey you gwan. Daddy Ben ? " 

•* Wat does you season your recollection wid fer 
ter make it hole on so ? " inquired the old man. 

" I dunno. He stick hese'f . I see you comin' 'long 
'n I say * Dey Daddy Ben.' I tink I see you no mo'. 
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an' I shaky yon by de ban'. Wey yon gwan f Dey no 
place yer wey we git wine ? " 

Uncle Remus stared at the strange darkey cnrionsly 
for a moment, and then he seized him by the arm. 

''Come yer, son, whar dey ain't no folks an' 
lemme drap some Jawjy 'intment in dem years er yone. 

Youer mighty fur 
ways fum home, 
an' you wanter be 
a lookin' out fer 
yo'se'f. Fus 
and fo'mus, 
youer thump* 
in' de wrong 
watermillion. 
Youer w'isslin' 
up de wrong 
chube. I ain't tromped roim' de country much. I 
ain't bin to Charlstun an' needer is I tuck in Savanny ; 
but you couldn't rig up no game on me dat I wouldn't 
tumble on to it de minit I laid my eyeballs on you. 
Wen hit come ter dat I'm ole man Tumbler, fum 
Tumblersville — I is dat. Hit takes one er deze yer 
full-blooded w'ite men fur ter trap my jedgment. But 
w'en a nigger comes a jabberin' 'roun' like he got a 
mouf full er rice straw, he ain't got no mo' chance 
long side er me dan a sick sparrer wid a squinch-owL 
Ton gotter travel wid a circus 'f o' you gits away wid 




Digitized by 



Google 



A CASE OF HKASLEa 935 

me. Yon better go 'long an' git jo' kyarpet-sack and 
fikip de town. Toner de freshest nigger Vat I seen 

The Charleston n^ro passed on jnst as a policeman 
camenp. 

" Boss, yon see dat smart Ellick ? " 

" Yes ; what's the matter with him ? " 

" He's one er deze yer scnrshun niggers from Charl- 
stnn. I seed yon a stannin' over agin de comder yan- 
der, an' ef dat nigger'd a drawd his monty kyards on 
me, I wnz a gwineter holler fer you. Wonld yoner 
come, boss?" 

" Why, certainly, Uncle Remns." 

"Dat's w'at I 'lowd. Little more'n he'd a bin 
aboard er de wrong waggin. Dat's w'at he'd a bin." 



A CASE OF MEASLES. 

" You've been looking like yon were rather nnder 
the weather for the pAst week or two. Uncle Remns," 
said a gentleman to the old man. 

"You'd be sorter puny, too, boss, if you'der bin 
whar I bin." 

" Where have you been ? " 

" 'Pear ter me like eVeybody done year 'bout dat 
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Dey Bin*t no ole nigger mj age an' ose daf8 had no 
xattliner time dan I is." 

"A kind of picnic?" 

^' Go 'long, boss I w'at jon speck I be doin' aailin' 
'roun' ter dese yer cullnd picnics! Much mo' an' I 
wouldn't make bread by wukkin fer't, let 'lone f oUerin' 
up a passel er boys an' gals all over keration. Boss, 
ain't you year 'bout it, sho' 'nuff I " 

" I haven't, really. What was the matter ? " 

^^ I got strucken wid a sickness, an' she hit de ole 
nigger a jo^arter 'f o' she tu'n 'im loose." 

" What kind of sickness ? " 

" Hit look sorter cu'ous, boss, but ole an' steddy ex 
I is, I tuck'n kotch de meezles." 

^^ Oh, get out! You are trying to get up a senoa- 
tion." 

"Hit's a natal fack, boss, I declar' ter grashus of 
'tain't. Dey sorter come on wid a cole, like — ^leas'ways 
dat's how I commence fer ter sufEer, an' den er koflE 
got straddle er de cole — one dese yer kofiEs w'at look 
like hit goes ter de foundash'n. I kep' on linger'n' 
'roun' sorter keepin' one eye on the rheumatiz an' de 
udder on de distemper, twel, bimeby, I begin fer ter 
feel de trestle-wuk give way, an' den I des know'd dat 
I wuz gwineter gitter racket I slipt inter bed one 
Chueeday night, an' I never slip out no mo' fer mighty 
nigh er mont'. 

" Nex* momin' de meezles 'd done kivered me^ arf 
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den ef I didn't git doeted by de ole 'oman Fm a Chinee. 
She gimme back rashnns er sassafac tea. I dee natally 
hankered an' got hongry atter water, an' ev'y time I 
sing ont fer water I got b'ilin' hot Bassafac tea. Hit 
got 80 dat w'en I wake np in de momin' de ole 'oman 
'd des come 'long wid a kittle er tea an' fill me np. 




Dey tells me 'ronn' town dat chillnns don't git hnrted 

wid de meezles, w'ich ef dey don't I wanter be a baby 

de nex' time dey hits dis place. All dis yer meezles 

bizness is bran'-new ter me. In ole times, 'fo' de wah, 

I ain't heer tell er no seventy-fi'-year-ole nigger grap- 

plin' wid no meezfes, Dey ain't ketchin' no mo', is 

dersboMt" 
18 
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" Oh, no — I BTippofie not" 

^'^Ka8e ef dej is, youk'n des pnt my name down 
wid de migrashan niggers." 



XL 
THE EMJQRANT& 

When Uncle Bemos went down to the passenger 
depot one morning recently, the first sight that canght 
his eye was an old negro man, a woman, and two chil- 
dren sitting in the shade near the door of the baggage- 
room. One of the children was very yonng, and the 
quartet was altogether ragged and forlorn-looking. 
The sympathies of Uncle Bemns were immediately 
aroused. He approached the group by forced marches, 
and finally unburdened his curiosity : 

" Whar is you m'anderin' unter, pard I " 

The old negro, who seemed to be rather suspicious, 
looked at Uncle Bemus coolly, and appeared to be con- 
sidering whether he should make any reply. Finally, 
however, he stretched himself and said : 

"We er gwine down in de naberhoods er Tally- 
poosy, an' we ain't makin' no fuss 'bout it, nudder." 

" 1 disremember," said Uncle Remus, thoughtfully, 
** whar Tallypoosy is." 

" Oh, hit's out yan," replied the old man, motion- 
ing his head as if it was just beyond the iron gates of 
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the depot. "Hit's down in Alabam. When we git 
dar, maybe we'll go on twel we gits ter Massasip." 

" Is yon got enny folks ont dar t '* inqnired Uncle 
Kemns. 

" None dat 1 knows nn.'* 

"An' yoner takin' dis 'oman an' deze chillun ont 
dar whar dey dnnno nobody I Whar's yo' perwisions ? " 
eying a chest with a rope 
aronnd it 

" Dem's onr bed-cloze/' 
the old negro ex- 
plained, noticing 
the glance of Uncle 
.Remus. "All de 
vittles what we 
got we e't 'fo' we 
started." 

" An' yon speck 
ter retch dar safe 
an' sonn' I Whar's 
yo' ticket ? " 

" Ain't got none. De man say ez how dey'd pass 
OS thoo. I gin a man a fi'-doUar bill 'fo' I lef Jones- 
boro, an' he sed dat settled it." 

" Lemme tell yon dis," said Uncle Eemns, straighten- 
ing np indignantly : " yon go an' rob somebody an' git 
on de chain-gang, an' let de 'oman scratch 'ronn' yer an' 
make 'er livin' ; but don't yon git on dem kyars — don't 
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joo do it Yo' bos' holt is de chain-gang. Yon kin 
make 70' livin' dar w'en yon can't make it nowhare 
else. Bnt don't jon git on dem kjare. Ef yon do, yoner 
gone nigger. £f yon ainH got no money fer ter walk 
back wid, yon better des b'il' yo' nes' right here. Pm 
a-talkin' wid de bark on. I done seed dexe yer Arkin- 
saw emmygrants come lopein' back, an' some nn 'em 
didn't have rags nnS on 'em fer ter hide dere nakid* 
ness. Yon leave dat box right whar she is, an' let de 
'oman take wnn yonng nn an' yon take de ndder wtm, 
an' den yon git in de middle er de big road an' pull 
out fer de place whar yon come f um. I'm preachin' 
now." 

Those who watched say the qnartet didn't take the 
cars. 



xn. 
AS A MURDERER. 

XJnolb Remus met a police officer recently. 

^^ Yon ain't hear talk er no dead nigger nowhar dis 
mawnin', is yon, boss ! " asked the old man earnestly. 

" No," replied the policeman, reflectively. " No, I 
believe not Have yon heard of any ? " 

" 'Pears nnter me dat I come mighty nigh gittin^ 
some news 'bont dat size, an' dat's w'at Pm a hnntin' fer. 
Bekaze ef dey er fonn' a stray nigger layin' 'roxm' 
loose, wid 'is bref gone, den I wanter go home an' git my 
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brekf OB, an' put on some dean doze, an' 'liver m jse'f 
up ter wnnner deze yer jeetesseB er de peace, an' git a 
fa'r trial." 

" Why, have yon killed anybody I " 

" Dat's w'at'B I'm a 'quirin' inter now, bnt I wouldn't 
be sufltonished ef I ain't laid a nigger out some'rs on de 
Bubbnbs. Hit's done got bo it's agin de law fer ter bus' 
loose an' kill a nigger, ain't it, boss ! " 

" Well, I should i^y so. You don't mean to tell me 
that yon have killed a colored man, do you ? " 

^^ I speck I is, boss. I speck I done gone an' done 
it dis time, sho'. Hit's bin sorter growin' on me, an' it 
come ter a head dis mawnin', less my name ain't Be- 
mus, an' dat's w'at dey bin er callin' me sence I wnz 
ole er 'nnflE fer ter scratch myse'f wid my lef han'." 

" Well, if you've killed a man, you'll have some fun, 
sure enough. How was it t " 

" Hit wuz dis way, boss : I wuz layin' in my bed 
dis mawnin' sorter ruminatin' 'roun', when de f us news 
I know'd I year a fus 'mong de chickens, an' den my 
brissels nz. I done had lots er trubble wid dem 
chickens, an' w'en I years wun un um squall my ve'y 
shoes comes ontied. So I des sorter riz up an' retch 
fer my ole muskit, and den I crope out er de back do', 
an' w'atter you reckin I seed i " 

" I couldn't say." 

^I seed de biggest, blackest nigger dat you ever 
laid eyes on* He shined like de paint on 'im was fresh. 
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He bed done grabbed fo^er my forwardes' pullets. I 
crope up nigh de do\ an' hollered an' axed 'im how he 
wuz a gittin' on, an' den he broke, an' ez he broke I 
jammed de gun in de small er his back and banged 




aloose. He let a yell like forty yaller cats a conrtin', 
an' den he broke. Yon ain't seed no nigger hump 
hisse'f like dat nigger. He tore down de well shelter 
and fo' pannils er fence, an' de gronn' look like wunner 
deze yer harrycanes had lit dar and fanned np de 
yeath." 

" Why, 1 thought you killed him I " 
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^^He bleedzed ter be dead, boss. Ain't I put de 
gun right on 'im t Seem like I feel 'im give way w'en 
she went off.'' 

" Was the gjm loaded I" 

" Dat's w'at my ole 'oman say. She had de powder 
in dar, sho', but I disremember wedder 1 put de buck- 
shot in, er wedder I lef nm out Leas'ways, I'm 
gwineter call on wunner deze yer jestesses. So long, 
boss." 

xm. 
HIS PRACTICAL VIEW OF THINGS. 

*^ Breb Bemus, is you heern tell er deze doin's out 
yer in de udder eend er town ? " asked a colored deacon 
of the church the other day. 

" Wat doin's is dat, Brer Ab ? " 

^^ Deze yer signs an' wunders whar dat cullud lady 
died day 'f o' yistiddy. Mighty quare goin's on out dar, 
Brer Eemus, she's you bawn." 

" Sperrits I " inquired Unde Bemus, sententiously. 

" Wuss'n dat, Brer Bemus. Some say dat jedgment- 
day ain't fur off, an' de folks is flockin' 'roun' de house 
a hoUerin' an' a shoutin' des like dey wuz in er re- 
yival. In de winder glass dar you kin see de flags a 
flyin', an' Jacob's lather is dar, an' dar's writin' on de 
pane w'at no man can't read — leas'wise dey ain't none 
read it yit" 
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^^ Wat kinder racket is dis yooer givin' on me now, 
BrerAbl" 

^^ I done bin dar, Brer Bemns ; I done seed am wid 
bofe my eyea. Collud lady what wnz intranced done 
woke up an' eay dey ain't mnch time 
fer ter tarry. She gay she meet er 
angel in de road, 
an' he p'inted 
straight fer de 
momin' star, an' 
tell her fer ter 
prepar'. Hit 
look mighty 
cn'ut, Brer 
Remofl." 
"Cum down ter dat, Brer 
Ab," said Uncle Bemus, wiping 
his spectacles carefully, and readjusting them — ^^cum 
down ter dat, an' dey ain't nnthin' dat ain't cn'ns. I 
ain't no spishns nigger myse'f, bnt I 'spizes fer ter year 
dogs a howlin' an' sqninch-owls havin' de ager ont in de 
woods, an' w'en a bull goes a bellerin' by de house den 
my bones git cole an' my flesh commences fer ter 
creep ; but w'en it comes ter deze yer sines in de a'r 
an' deze yer sperrits in de woods, den I'm out— den 
I'm done. I is, fer a fack. I bin livin' yer more'n 
seventy year, an' I year talk er niggers seein' ghos'es 
all times er ni^ht an' all times er day, but I ain't never 




Digitized by 



Google 



THAT DECEITFUL JUG. 245 

seed none jit ; an' deze yer flags an' Jacob's lathers, I 
ain't seed dem, nudder." 

" Dej er dar, Brer Eemns." 

" Hit's des like I tell you, Brer Ab. I ain't 'sputin* 
'boot it, but I ain't seed um, an' I don't take no chances 
deze days on dat w'at I don't see, an' dat w'at I sees I 
got ter 'zamine mighty close. Lemme tell you dis. 
Brer Ab : don't you let deze sines onsettle you. Wen 
old man Gabrile toot his ho'n, he ain't gwinter hang 
no sine out in de winder-panes, an' when ole Fadder 
Jacob lets down dat lather er his'n you'll be mighty ap' 
fer ter hear de racket An' don't you bodder wid 
jedgment-day. Jedgment-day is lierbul fer ter take 
keer un itse'f." 

" Cat's so, Brer Eemns." 

"Hit's bleedzed ter be so, Brer Ab. Hat don't 
bodder me. BUt's done got so now dat w'en I gotter 
pone er bread, an' a rasher er bacon, an' nuff grease fer 
ter make gravy, I ain't keerin' much w'edder f okes sees 
ghos'es er no." 

THAT DECEITFUL JUG. 

Unolb Kemus was in good humor one evening 
recently when he dropped casually into the editorial 
room of "The Constitution," as has been his custom 
for the past year or two. He had a bag slung across 
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his shoulder, and in the bag was a jug. The presence 
of this humble but useful yeesel in Uncle Bemus's bag 
was made the occasion for several suggestive jokes at 
his expense by the members of the staff, but the old 
man's good humor was proof against all insinuationB. 

"Dat ar jug's bin ter wah, mon. Hit's wunner 
deze jer ole timers. I got dat jug down dar in Putmon 
Oounty w'en Mars 'Lisha Ferryman wuz a young man, 
an' now he's done growed up, an' got ole an' died, an' 
his chilluns is growed up an' dey kin count dere gran'* 
chilluns, an' yit dar's dat jug des ez lively an' ez lierbul 
fer ter kick up devilment ez w'at she wuz w'en she 
come fum de foundry." 

" That's the trouble," said one of the young men. 
*^ That's the reason w'd like to know what's in it now." 

"Now youer gittin' on ma'shy groun'," replied 
Uncle Eemus. " Dat's de p'int Dat's w'at make roe 
say w'at I dnz. I bin knowin' dat jug now gwine on 
sixty-fi' year, an' de jug w'at's more seetf ul dan dat jug 
ain't on de topside er de worrul. Dar she sets," con- 
tinued the old man, gazing at it reflectively, " dar she 
sets dez ez natchul ez er ambertype, an' yit whar's de 
man w'at kin tell w'at kinder confab she's a gwineter 
carry on w'en dat corn-cob is snatched outen 'er mouf ! 
Dat jug is mighty seetful, mon." 

"Well, it don't deceive any of us up here," re- 
marked the agricultural editor, dryly. "We've seen 
jugs before." 
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" I boun' yon is, boss ; I boun' you is. But you 
ain't seed no seetful jug like dat Dar she sets a 
bellyin' out an' lookin' mighty fat an' full, an' yit she'd 
set dar a bellyin' out ef dere wuzent nuthin' but win' 
under dat stopper. You knows dat she ain't got no 
aigs in her, ner no bacon, ner no grits, ner no termar^ 
tusses, ner no shellotes, an' dat's 'bout all you duz 
know. Dog my cats ef de seetf olness er dat jug don't 
git away wid me," continued Uncle Bemus, with a 
chuckle. " I wuz comin' 'cross de bridge des now, an' 
Brer John Henry seed me wid de bag slung outer my 
back, an' de j[ng in it, an' he ups an' sez, sezee : 

^^ ' Heyo, Brer Bemus, ain't it gittin' late for water- 
millions ? ' 

'^ Hit wuz de seetf ulness er dat jug. If Brer John 
Henry know'd de color er dat watermillion, I speck he'd 
snatch me up 'fo' de conf unce. I 'clar' ter grashus ef 
dat jug ain't a caution ! " 

'^ I suppose it's full of molasses now," remarked one 
of the young men, sarcastically. 

^^ Hear dat ! " exclaimed Uncle Bemus, triumphantly 
— "hear datl Wat I tell you? I sed dat jug wuz 
seetful, an' I sticks to it I bin knowin' dat — " 

" What has it got in it ? " broke in some one ; 
" molasses, kerosene, or train-oil t " 

" Well, I lay she's loaded, boss. I ain't shuk her up 
sence I drapt in, but I lay she's loaded." 

"Yes," said the agricultural editor, "and ifs the 
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meaneet bng-jnioe in town — r^;alar sorghum skim- 
mings.'' 

" Dat's needer yer ner dar," responded Unde Be- 
mns. " Po' f okes better be fixin' up for Chrismns now 
w'ile rashons is cheap. Dat's me. Wen I year Miss 
Sail J gwine 'bout de house Visslin' ^ Wen I k'n Bead 
my Titles Cler ' — an' w'en I see de martins swawmin' 
atter sundown — an' w'en I year de peckerwoods con- 
fabbin' tergedder dese moonshiny nights in my een' er 
town— den I knows de hot wedder's a breakin' up, an' 
I knows it's 'bout time fer po' fokes fer ter be rastlin' 
'roun' and huntin' up dere rashuns. Dafs me, up an' 
down." 

^*WeIl, we are satisfied. Better go and hire a 
hall," remarked the sporting editor, with a yawn. ^^ U 
you are engaged in a talking match you have won the 
money. Blanket him somebody, and take him to the 
stable." 

" An' w'at's mo'," continued the old man, scorning 
to notice the insinuation, ^^ dough I year Miss Sally 
w'lsslin', an' de peckerwoods a chatterin', I ain't seein' 
none er deze yer loafin' niggers fixin' up fer ter 
'migrate. Dey kin holler Kansas all 'roun' de naber- 
hood, but ceppin' a man come 'long an' spell it wid 
greenbacks, he don't ketch none er deze yer town nig- 
gers. You year me, dey ain't gwine." 

^^ Stand him up on the table," said the sporting 
editor ; " gire him room." 
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^^ Better go down yer ter de calabooBe, an' git some 
news fer ter print," said Uncle Remus, with a touch of 
irony in his tone. " Some new nigger mighter broke 
inter jail." 

^^You say the darkeys are not going to emigrate 
this year?" inquired the agricultural editor, who is 
interested in these things. 

" Shoo 1 dat dey ain't 1 I done seed an' I knows." 
" Well, how do you know ? " 
" How you tell w'en crow gwineter light ? Niggers 
bin prom'nadin' by my house all dis summer, holdin' 
dere heads high up an' de w'ites 
er dere eyebalk ehinin' in de sun. 
Uey wuz too bigitty 
fer ter look over 
de gyardin' palin's. 
'Long 'bout den de 
wedder wuz f etchin* 
de nat'al sperrits 
er turkentime 
outen de pine- 
trees an' de 
groun' wuz 
fa'rly smokin' 
wid de hot- 
ness. Now dat it^s gittin' sorter airish in de mornin's, 
dey don't 'pear like de same niggers. Dey done got 
so dey'U look OTer in de yard, an' nex* news you know 
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dey*ll be tryin' fer ter scrape up 'qnaintence wid de 
dog. Wen dey passeB now dey looks at de chicken- 
coop an' at de tater-patch. Wen you see niggers 
gittin' dat familious, you kin 'pen' on dere campin' 
wid you de ballunce er de season. Day 'fo' yistiddy 
I kotch one nn nm lookin' over de fence at my shoats, 
an' I sez, sez I : 

" * Duz you wanter purchis dem hogs ? ' 
" ' Oh, no,' sezee, * I wuz des lookin' at dere p'ints.' 
"*Well, dey ain't p'intin' yo' way,' sez I, *an', 
fuddermo', ef you donH bodder 'longer dem hogs dey 
ain't gwineter clime outer dat pen an' 'tack yon, 
nudder,' sez I. 

"An' I boun'," continued Uncle Bemus, driving the 
corn-cob stopper a little tighter in his deceitful jug and 
gathering up his bag — " an' I boun' dat my ole muskit'U 
go off 'tween me an' dat same nigger yit, an' he'll be at 
de bad een', an' dis seetful jug'U 'fuse ter gc ter de 
funerM;^ 



XV. 

TUE FLORIDA WATERMELON. 

"Look yep, boy," said Uncle Remus yesterday, 
■tapping near the railroad crossing on Whitehall Street, 
and gazing ferociously at a small colored youth ; " look 
yer, boy, PlI laj /ou out flat ef you come flingin' yo' 
Wfttermillion rimes under my foot — you watch ef I 
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don't Yon k'n play 70' pranks on deze yer w'ite 
f okes, but w'en you come a cuttin' up yo' capers roun' 
me you'll Ian' right in de middle uy er spell er sickness 
— now you mine w'at I tell you. An' I ain't gwine f er 
ter put up wid none er yo' sassness nudder — ^let 'lone 
flingin' watermillion rimes whar I kin git mizt up wid 
um. I done had uu£E watermillions yistiddy an' de day 
befo'." 

''How was that, Uncle Eemus?" asked a gentle- 
man standing near. 

''Hit wuz sorter like dis, boss. Las' Chuseday, 
Mars John he fetch home two er deze yer Flurridy 
watermillions, an him an' Miss Sally sot down fer ter 
eat um. Mars John an' Miss Sally ain't got nuthin' 
dat's too good fer me, an' de f us news I know'd Miss 
Sally wuz a hollerin' fer Kemus. I done smelt de 
watermillion on de a'r, an' I ain't got no better sense 
dan fer ter go w'en I years w'ite fokes a hollerin' — I 
larnt dat w'en I wa'n't so high. Leas'ways I galloped 
up ter de back po'ch, an' dar sot de watermillions dez 
ez natchul ez ef dey'd er bin raised on de ole Spivey 
place in Putmon County. Den Miss Sally, she cut me 
off er slishe — wunner deze yer ongodly slishes, big ez 
yo' hat, an' I sot down on de steps an' wrop myse'f 
roun' de whole blessid chunk, 'cepin' de rime." Uncle 
Kemus paused and laid his hand upon his stomach as 
if feeling for something. 

" Well, old man, what then t " 
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''Dafs w'at Fm a gittin' at, boflfl," said Uxida 
Bemofly Bmiling a feeble amile. *'I santered ronn' 
'bout er half nonr, an' den I begin fer ter 
feel sorter squeemiih — mortar like I done 
bin an- swoUer'd 'bout fo' 
pouD'a ofFn de ruff een* 
UT er scantlin'. Look 
like ter me dat I wnx 
gwineter be aick, an' den 

hit look like I 

wQzent Bimeby a 
little pain showed 
is head an' 
sorter m'an- 
dered ronn' 
like he wnz a 
"*' "*" lookin' fer a good 

place fer ter ketch holt, an' den a great big pain jump 
up an' take atter de little one an' chase 'im 'roun' an' 
'roun', an' he mus' er kotch 'im, kaze bimeby de big pain 
retch down an' grab dis yer lef 1^ — so— an' haul 'im 
np, an' den he retch down an' grab de ndder one an' 
pull him up, an' den de wah begun, sho nuff. Fer 
mighty nigh fo' hours dey kep' up dat racket, an' dee 
•2 soon ez a little pain 'ud jump up de big un 'ud light 
outer it an' gobble it up, an' den de big nn 'ud go 
lailin' roun' huntin' fer mo'. Some fokes is mighty 
cu'us, dough. Nex' momin' I hear Mias Sally a laugh- 
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in', an' singin' an' a Visslin' des like dey want no 
watermillionB raiae in Flnrridy. But somebody better 
pen die yer nigger boy up Ven I'm on de town — I kin 
teU yon dat" 



UNCLE REMUS PREACHES TO A CONVERT. 

** Dbt tells me yon done jine de chn'ch," said Uncle 
Eemns to Pegleg Charley. 

" Yes, sir," responded Charley, gravely, " dat's so." 

" Well, I'm mighty glad er dat," remarked Uncle 
Bemns, with unction. ^'It's 'boat time dat I wuz 
Bpectin' fer ter hear un you in de chain-gang, an', 
Btidder dat, hit's de chn'ch. "Well, dey ain't no tellin' 
deze days whar a nigger's gwineter Ian'." 

" Yes," responded Charley, straightening himself up 
and speaking in a dignified tone, ^^ yes, I'm fixin' to do 
better. I'm preparin' fer to shake worldliness. I'm 
done quit so'shatin' wid deze w'ite town boys. Dey're 
been a goin' back on me too rapidly here lately, an' 
now I'm a goin' back on dem." 

^^Well, ef you done had de speunoe un it, Fm 
™g^*y g^*^ Ef you got 'lijjun, you better hole 
on to it 'twell de las' day in de momin'. Hit's mighty 
good fer ter kyar' 'roun' wid you in de day time an* 
likewiae in de night time. Hit'U pay jou mo' dan 
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politics^ an' ef you etan's np like jon onghter, hif U 
laA* longer dan a bone-fellnm. Bat 70a wanter have 
one er deze jer ole-time grips, an' you des gotter shet 
jo' eyes an' swing on like wnnner deze yer bull-tarrier 
dogs." 

" Oh, I'm goin' to stick, Uncle Eemus. You kin 

put your money on dat Deze town boys can't play no 

more ny dere games on me. I'm fixed. Can't you 

lend me a dime, Uncle Eemns, to buy 

me a pie? I'm dat hongry dat my 

stomach is gittin' ready to go in 

mo'nin'." 

Uncle Eemus eyed Charley curi- 
ously a moment, while tlie latter 
looked quietly at his timber toe. 
Finally, the old man sighed and 
Bpoke: 

" How long is you bin in de 
chu'ch, son?" 

"Mighty near a week," re- 
plied Charley. 

" Well, lemme tell you dis, 
now, 'fo' you go enny fudder. 
You ain't bin in dar long nuflE 
fer ter go 'roun' takin up conterbutions. Wait outwell 
you gits sorter seasoned like, an' den I'll hunt 'roun' 
in my cloze an' see ef I can't run out a tlirip er two 
ier you. But don't you levy taxes too early.'* 
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Charley laughed, and said he would let the old man 
off if he wotdd treat to a watermelon. 



xvn. 
AS TO EDUCATION. 

As Uncle Eemus came np Whitehall Street recently, 
he met a little colored boy carrying a slate and a num- 
ber of books. Some words passed between them, but 
their exact purport will probably never be known. 
They were unpleasant, for the attention of a wandering 
policeman was called to the matter by hearing the old 
man bawl out : 

" Don't you come f oolin' longer me, nigger. Youer 
flippin' yo' sass at de wrong color. Ton k'n go roun' 
yer an' sass deze w'ite people, an' maybe dey'U stan' it, 
but w'en you come a slingin' yo' jaw at a man w'at 
wuz gray w'en de fahmin' days gin out, you better go 
an' git yo' hide greased." 

'^ What's the matter, old man ? " asked a sympathiz- 
ing policeman. 

"Nothin', boss, 'ceppin I ain't gwineter hav' no 
nigger chillun a hoopin' an' a hollerin' at me w'en I'm 
gwine 'long de streets." 

"Oh, well, school-children— you know how they 
are." 

^^ Dat's w'at make I say w'at I duz. Dey better be 
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home pickin' np chips. Wat a nigger gwineter Pam 

oaten bookst I kin take a bar'l Btavp an' fling mo' 

sense inter a nigger in one minnit dan 

all do school-houses betwixt di? 

State er Midgigin. Don't talk, honey! 

Wid one bar'l stave I kin faVljr Uf de 

vail er ignunce." 

" Then you don't believe in educa- 
tion?" 

^' Hit's de ruinashun er dis 
country. Look at my gah 
De ole 'oman sont 'er ter 
school las' year, an' now we 
dassent hardly ax 'er fer ter kyar de washin' home. 
She done got beyant 'er bizness. I ain't lamt nuthin' 
in books, 'en yit I kin count all de money I gits. No 
use talkin', boss. Put a spellin'-book in a nigger's 
ban's, en right den en dar' you loozes a plow-hand. I 
done had de speunce un it" 



XVJLLL 

A TEMPERANCE REFORMER. 

**Ter come Uncle Remus," said a well-dressed 
oegTo, who was standing on the sidewalk near James's 
bank recently, talking to a crowd of barbers. ^^ Ter 
Gome Uncle Bemus. I boun' he'll sign it" 



Digitized by 



Google 



A TEMPERANCB REFORMER. 257 

" You'll fling yo' money away ef you bet on it," 
responded Unde Bemus. '^I ain't turnin' nothin' 
loose on chu'ch 'scriptions. I wants money right now 
fer ter git a pint er meaL" 

"'Tain'tdat" 

" An' I ain't heppin fer ter berry nobody. Much's 
I kin do ter keep de bref in my own body." 

" 'Tain't dat, nudder." 

" An' I ain't puttin' my ban' ter no reckommends. 
I'm f ear'd fer ter say a perlite wud 'bout myse'f , an' I 
des know I ain't gwine 'roun' flatter'n up deze udder 
niggers." 

"An' 'tain't dat," responded the darkey, who held a 
paper in his hand. " We er gittin' up a Good Tempel- 
er's lodge, an' we like ter git yo' name." 

" Eh-eh, honey ! I done see too 
much er dis nigger tempunce. Dey 
Stan' up mighty squar* ontwell dcre 
dues commence ter cramp um, an' 
dey don't stan' de racket wuf a 
dum. No longer'n yistiddy I seed 
one er de head men er one er dese 
Tempeler's s'cieties totin' water fer 
a bar-room. He had de water in 
a bucket, but dey ain't no tellin' 
how much red licker he wuz a 
totin'. G'long, chile — ^jine yo' 
a'dety an' be good ter yo'se'l 
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I^m a gittin' too ole. Gimme tli'ee er fo' drama 
endarin' er de day, an' I'm mighty nigh ez good a 
tempanoe man ez de next un. I got ter scuffle fer 
aamp^n feat" 



AS A WEATHER PROPHET. 

Ukolb Remub was enlightening a crowd of negroes 
at the carHBhed yesterday. 

'^ Dar ain't nuthinV' said the old man, shaking his 

head pensively, " dat ain't got no change wrote on it. 

Dar ain't nothin dat ain't spotted 

befo' hit begins fer ter commence. 

Wt" all spennces dat p'over- 

dence w'at lifts us up f nm 

one place an' sets ns 

down in de ndder. Hit's 

continerly a movin' an' 

a movin'.'* 

"Dat'sso!" "Toner 




talkin' 



now 



t" 



came 



from several of his hearers. 

" I year Miss Sally readin' dis mawnin," continued 
the old man, " dat a man wuz comin' down yer fer ter 
take keer er de wedder — wanner deze yer finro mens 
w'at goes 'ronn' a pnttin' up an' pullin' down." 

" Wat he gwine do 'roun' yer f " asked one. 
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"He's a gwineter regelate de wedder," replied 
Uncle Bemus, sententionflly. " He's a gwineter fix hit 
up 60 dat dere won't be so mnch worriment 'mong de 
w'ite f okes 'boat de kinder wedder w'at falls to dere 
lot" 

" He gwine dish em np," suggested one of the older 
ones, '^ like man dish out sugar." 

" No," answered Uncle Bemos, mopping his benign 
features with a very large and very red bandana. 
" He's a gwineter fix um better'n dat He's a gwineter 
fix um up so you kin have any kinder wedder w'at you 
want widout totin' her home." 

'^ How's dat } " asked some one. 

"Hit's dis way," said the old man, thoughtfully. 
"In co'se you knows w'at kinder wedder you want& 
Well, den, w'en de man comes 'long, w'lch Miss Sally 
say he will, you des gotter go up dar, pick out yo' wed- 
der an' dere'll be a clock sot f er ter suit yo' case, an' 
w'en you git home, dere'll be yo' wedder a settin' out 
in de yard waitin' fer you. I wish he wuz yer now," 
the old man continued. " Pd take a p'ar er frosts in 
mine, ef I kotched cold fer it Dat's me ! " 

There were various exclamations of assent, and the 
old man went on his way singing, " Don't you Grieve 
A.tter Me." 
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THE OLD MAN'S TROUBLES. 

" What makes you look bo lonesome, Brer Remus f " 
asked a well-dressed negro, as the old man came shuf- 
fling down the street bj James's comer yesterday. 

" Toner mighty right, I'm lonesome, Brer 
JohB Henry. "Wen a ole nigger like 
me is gotter paddle de canoe an' do de 
£^hin' at de same time, an' w'en you 
bleedzd ter ketch de fish an' 
dassent torn de paddle loose fer 
ter bait de hook, den I tell yon, 
Brer John, youer right whar 
de mink had de goslin'. Mars 
John and Mss Sally, dey done 
bin gone down nnto Pntmon 
Connty fer ter see dere kin- 
folks mighty nigh fo' days, an' 
yon better bleeve I done bin had ter scratch 'ronn' 
mighty lively fer ter make de rashnns run out eren." 

'^ I wuz at yo' house las' night, Brer Remus," re- 
marked Brer John Henry, '^ but I couldn't roust you 
outer bed." 

'' Hit was de unseasonableness er de hour, I speck," 
said Uncle Remus, dryly. " 'Pears unto me dat you all 
chu'ch deacons settin' up mighty late deze oole nights. 
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Ton'U be slippin' round arter hours some time er nnd- 
der, an' you'll slip bodaciously inter de calaboose. You 
mine w'at I tell you." 

" It's mighty cole wedder," said Brer John Henry, 
evidently wishing to change the subject 

"Cole!" exclaimed Unde Bemus; "hit got pas' 
cole on de quarter stretch. You oughter come to my 
house night 'f o' las'. Den you'd a f oun' me 'lire an' 
Jdckin'." 

« How's datf" 

" Well, I tell you, Brer John Henry, de cole wuz so 
oole, an' de kiyer wuz sojight^ dat I thunk I'd make a 
raid on Mars John's shingle pile, an' out I goes an' 
totes in a whole armful. Den I gits under de kirer an' 
teUs my ole 'oman f er ter lay 'em onto me like she was 
roofin' a house. Bimeby she crawls in, an' de shingles 
w'at she put on her side f er ter kiyer wid, dey all drap 
off on de flo'. Den up I gits an' piles 'em on agin, an' 
w'en I gits in bed my shingles draps off, an' dat's de 
way it wuz de whole blessid night Fus' it wuz me up 
an' den de ole 'oman, an' it kep' us pow'ful warm, too, 
dat kinder exercise. Oh, you oughter drapt roun' 'bout 
dat time, Brer John Henry. You'd a year'd sho' nuff 
cussin' ! " 

" You don't tell me, Brer Eemus ! " 

" My ole 'oman say de Ole Boy wouldn't a f oun' a 
riper nigger, ef he wer' ter scour de country fum Far- 
ginny ter d6 Alabam t " 
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THE FOURTH OF JULY. 

Uhclx Rkmus made his appeanmoe recently with 
his right arm in a sling and his head bandaged to that 
extent that it looked like the stick made to accompany 
the Centennial bass-drum. The old man evidently ex- 
pected an attack all around, for he was unusually quiet^ 
and fumbled in his pockets in an embarrassed manner. 
He was not mistaken. The agricultural editor was the 
first to open fire : 

^ Well, you old yiUain ! what have you been up to 
nowf* 

^ It is really singular," remarked a conmiencement 
orator, '^ that not even an ordinary holiday — a holiday, 
it seems to me, that ought to arouse all the latent in- 
stincts of patriotism in the bosom of American citizens 
—can occur without embroiling some of our most valu- 
able citizens. It is really singular to me that such a 
day should be devoted by a certain class of our popula- 
tion to broils and fisticuffs." 

This fine moral sentiment, which was altogether an 
impromptu utterance, and which was delivered with 
the air of one who addresses a vast but invisible audi- 
ence of young ladies in white dresses and blue sashes, 
seemed to add to the embarrassment of Uncle Bemus, 
and at the same time to make an explanation necessary. 
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" Dey ain't none er jou young w'ite men never had 
no 'casion f er ter strike np wid one er deze Mobile nig- 
gers ? '' asked Uncle Bemns. " 'Kaze ef you iz, den you 
knows wharbonts de devilment come in. Show me a 
Mobile nigger," continued the old man, ^' an' I'll show 
you a nigger dat's marked for de chain-gang. Hit may 
be de f ote er de fif er July, er hit may be de twelf er 
Jinawerry, but w'en a Mobile nigger gits in my naber- 
hood right den an' dar trubble sails in an' 'gages 
bode fer de season. I speck I'm ez fon' er deze 
Kunited States ez de nex' man w'at knows dat de Buro 
is busted up ; but long ez Kemus kin stan' on his hine 
legs no Mobile nigger can't flip inter dis town longer 
noWes' P'int 'schushun an' boss 'roun' 'mong de cullud 
f okes. Dat's me, up an' down, an' I boun' dere's a nig- 
ger some'rs on de road dis blessid day dat's got dis put 
away in his 'membunce." 

^' How did he happen to get you down and maul 
you in this startling manner?" asked the commence* 
ment orator, with a tone of exaggerated sympathy in 
his voice. 

'' Maul who t " exclaimed Unde Bemus, indignantly. 
*'Maul who? Boss, de nigger dat mauled me ain't 
bornded yit, an' dey er got ter have anudder war 'fo 
one is bornded." 

'^ Well, what was the trouble ? " 

^^Hit wuz sorter dis way, boss. I wuz stanninP 
down dere by Mars John Jeems's bank, ohattin' wid Sis 
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Tempjy Vich I ain't seed 'er befo' now gwine on seTen 
year, an' watchin' de folks trompin' bj, Ven one er dese 
jer sliok-lookin' niggers, wid a bee-gam hat an' a brass 

watch ez big ez de 

head ay a beer-bar'l, 

come 'long an' 

bresh np agin me 

— so. Dere woz 

two an am, an' 

[t^ dey went 'long 

^ / g^^' ^ laffin' 

N like a nes'f al ei 

/ yaller - hammers. 

Bimeby dey come 

'long agin an' de 

smart Ellick brash 

xnN^t^ op by me once mo'. Den I say 

to myse'f , ^ I lay I fetch yon ef yon 

gimme anadder inrite.' An', sho' 'nnfE, yer he oome 

agin, an' dis time he rab a piece er watermillion rime 

under my lef year." 

"What did yon do!" 

" Me t I'm a mighty long-snfferin' nigger, bot he 
hadn't no mo'n totch me 'fo' I flnng dese yer bones in 
his face." Here Uncle Bemns held ap his damaged 
hand trinmphantly. " I sorter sprained my han', boeSi 
bat dog my cats if I don't b'leere I spattered de nig- 
ger's eyeballs on de groan', and w'en he ria his coon^- 
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nenoe look fresh like beef-hadett I look mighty 
spindlin' an' pony now, don't I, boss t " inquired the old 
man, with great apparent earnestness. 

"Rather." 

" TV ell, yon des onghter see me git my AfSkin np. 
Dey nseter call me er bad nigger long 'f o' de war, an' 
hit looks like ter me dat I gits wuss an' wnss. Brer 
John Henry say dat I onghter snpdae my rashf nlness, 
an' I don't 'spnte it, but tn'n a Mobile nigger loose in 
dis town, fote er July or no fote er July, an', me er 
him, one is got ter Ian' in jaiL Hit's proned inter 



THE ENDu 



Digitized by 



i 

Google 



I' 



I 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 






p 







.> ' 



^.g^JPiS" 




igitized by 



Google 



